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PRE F A CE. 


UR Bleſſed Saviour immediately bet 
') fore he went out to juffer, fung an 
Hymu, and his Diſciples! ſung wich him: 
After his Aſcenſion” ines Heaven, the Apo- 
ſtles ſuag the Praiſes of Gad, and taught 
others to do ſo. Aſter them; the Primitive 
_ Chriſtians ſung; and ſo muſt the Chriſtians 
of this Tim: For if theſe ſhould hold 
their Peace; the Stones would immediately 
cry out. Should we be ſilent, even the Heu- 
then, might ſhame us; one of whoni faids 
formerly to his Friends, i T. 4 e jor 
I would ſing like a Nightingale; but now J un 
a Man; I will fins the Praiſes of God ws lung 
as I live; and I womd have you- 10 flag With 
me. Sing we. then heat tily to our good God, 
as it ever becometh us. S0 dear to us mould 
the Concernment of God's Honour be, that 
we: ſhould ſolemnly owt his Goodneis, Power 
and Wiſdom, even in thoſe Works of His, 
wherein we have no ſpecial Intereſt: For 
this we have the Example of Holy David, 
and others. But if we have not attained to 
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De R ETA CE. 
o divine a Frame, yet we ſhould, at leaſt, 


praiſe God for our own Mercies: Which are 


icarce Mercies, ſcarce our own, it they be not 
thankfully acknowledged to Him that gave 
them ; ſome of which are taken notice of in the 
Firſt Part of the Book. But who can expreſs 
the noble Acts of the Lord, or ſhew forth all 


his Prailes ? 
„ pre 


11 :Solomon's Song is an Heavenly Diſcourſe 
betwixt Chriſt and his Church; and O how 
he loves her! How he extolls her! How he 
admires her! How he rejoices in her! It is 
a Thing which cannot be duly thoughtgupon 
without an Holy Aftoniſhment : As is his 
Majeſty, ſo is his Mercy, ſo is his Love, his 
Joy. Hence it is, that the Day of his 
Elpouſals (a Day that crowned his Church 
with infinite Happineſs) is ſtiled, 7% Day of 
the Gladneſs of his Heart, Chap. 5. 11. 


in the Verſion I looked at the Words; in 
the Paraphraſc, at the Spiritual Senſe; in the 


Whole, at the Edification of thoſe that love 
our Lord Jetus Chritt in Sincerity, 


Worth y is the Lamb that was Nlain to re- 
ive Power, and Riches, and Wiſdom, and 
Strength, and Honour, and Glory, and Bleſ= 
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The PREFACE. 


Let Heaven and Eurth praiſe Him, let Saints 
and Angels may Him. | 
J 


Let God's Holy Church throughout Fo the 
World praiſe Him; let all the Tongues and Tribes 
of 1he Earth praiſe Him; let Time praiſe Him; 
let Eternity praiſe Him; let our Lips and Lives 
praiſe Him ; kt our Souls praiſe Him: And O 
may they be a Praiſe to the Riches of his 
Grace for cyer ! | 
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I. A oneral 81 of Proj to Almighty 
TOP Yori VALE 


l 36 i 
O W ſhall Lien that Mis — 2 
Which Angels do Line £ 
Let Duſt in Duſt and Silence lie, 
Sing, ſing, ye Heavenly Choir. 
Thouſands of Thouſands ſtand around 
Thy Throne, O God, moſt high; 
Ten Thouſand Times Ten Thouland bnd 
Thy Praiſe; but who am 12 
* *) Is 1 
Thy Brightneſs unto Gina appears qu ST 
White 1 thy Footſteps trace; 9212] { 
A Sound of: God comes' to my Ears; 
But they behald thy Face. 
They ſing, becaule thou art their hw: 
Lord, ſendia Beam on me 
For where Heav'n is but brite: wan 308 
There; gaebplyjebe war ag DOT how NM 
Enlighten wich Faith's e —_— wot T 
|  Enflame it with Love's Bet * 


1 4 
0 


2 Songs of Praiſe 
Then ſhall I ſing and bear a Part Bi 
With that Cœleſtial Choir. 7 75 
I ſhall, I fear, be dark and cold, 
With all my Fire and Light: 
Yet when thou doſt accept their Gold, 
Lord, treaſure up my Mite. 
How great a is 726, 1s thine, 
Which doth all Beings keep! 
Thy Knowledge is the only Line 
To ſound ſo vaſt a Deep. 
Thou art a Sea without a ore, 
A Sun without a Sphere; f | 
Thy Time is now and e vermore, 
Thy Place is every Where. 
Drum © 0.0 11 0 2 U | 
How good art thou, 05 Goodneſs is 
Our Parent, Nurſe and Guide; 
Whoſe Streams do water Paradiſe, 
And all the Earth beſide! 
Thine upper and thy nether Springs ' 
Make both thy Worlds to thri ve; 


| 0 
Under thy warm and ſhelt'ring Wings 
Thou keep'ſt two Broods alive. 1 
«Ste 515; ( 160) : | 
Thy Arm of Might, moſt mighty King, | 
Both Rocks and Hearts doth break. : 


My God, Thou canſt do every Thing ] 
5 But what ſhould ſhew thee weak. 
Thou canſt not croſs thyſelf; or be 
Leſs than thyſelf, or po : 


But 


to Almighty GOD. 3 
But whatſoever pleaſeth Thee, | 
That canſt thou do, and more. 


(7) 
Who would not fear thy ſearching Wye, 
Witneſs to all that's true: 
Dark Hell, and deep Hypoeriſy ' 41 
Lie plain before its View. 

Motions and Thoughts befere they grow, | 
Thy Knowledge doth efpy ; 1 
What unborn Ages WES 0 0: Ig 

Is done before thine Eye. gt 
(8. 
Thy Wiſdom, which both kes and ments, 
We ever much admire: 
Creation all our Wit tranſcend 
Redemption riſes hig her. 
Thy Widow guides Way Sinners home, | & 
»Twill mah the dead World riſe, 
And bring thoſe Prifoners to their Doom: 1 


Its Paths are Myſteries. 
0 333 
Great is thy Truth, ke” al reren, 
To Unbelicvers Shane 3 
Thy Truth and Vears do never fail; we: 
Thou ever art the lame. | 
Unbelief is a raging Wave 


Daſhing g againſt a Rock: — 
If God doth hot his Mus face,; 
Then let EgyPtians ren 
#- 4 10. I 6.7 18 iT V3 q ' S5 10. 
Moſt pure and holy are thine. Bü O eit! 
Mot holy is thy Name; Thy 


le” Hong, of Praiſe 
Thy Saints and Laws, and Penaltics, 
| Thy Holinets proclaim. 
This is the Devils Scourge and r 
This is the Angels Song, 
Who Holy, Holy, Holy ſing, 
In heavenly Canaan's eve. 
(41. 
Mercy, that ſhining Attribute, 
The Sinner's Hope and Plea ! 
Huge Hoſts of Sins in their Purſuit 
Are drowr'd in thy Red-Sea: 
Mercy is God's Memorial, 
And in all Ages prais d: 
My God, thine only Son did fall, 
That Mercy might, be rais'd. | 
(12...) -- 
Thy bright: Back-parts, O God of Grace, 
I humbly here adore ; 
+ Shew me thy Glory and thy Pace, 
That I may praiſe thee more. 
Since none can ice thy Face and liye, 
For me to die is beſt; - . 
Thro' Fordan's Streams who would not dic 
To land at Canaar's Reft ? | 


Another. 1 


N 
HAT ſhall 0 to my God 
For all his Gifts to mel 


Sing Heav'n and Earth, n and praiſe 
(Bright 


His Seen W. ne lor b. 


Pr: 


to Almighty GOD. 


Bright Cherubims, ſweet Seraphims, 
Praiſe him with all your Might; 


Praiſe, praiſe him, all ye Hoſts of Hera; 


Praiſe him ye Saints in Light. 
(2) 
Ye bleſſed Pattiarchs, praiſe the Leeds 
For his Firſt- fruits are ye; 
Bleſs'd Prophets who dreamt here of God, 
Praiſe him, whom now you lee. 
Offer to God, ye glorious Prieſts, 
Your Sacrifice of Praiſe 
Sweet Pſalmiſts, now your Hearts are fix'd, 
Your tuneful Voices raiſe. 


(3.0. 
Ye twelve Apoſtles of the Lamb, 
Who here proclaim'd your King, 


And fill'd this World with holy Sounds, 11 


TLoud Fallelujahs ſing 

Triumphant Martyrs, ye did fight, 
And fighting ye did fall, ä 

And falling ye took up a Crown: 
Crown him, who erown'd you all. 


Praiſe, praiſe him, all ye ſaved Ones, 
From whom Salvation came: | 
Praiſe him that fits upon the Throne, 
And praiſe the glorious: Lamb. 
Praile, praiſe him all ye Saints below, 
Pra iſe him both Eaſt and Weſt: 
Praiſe him, all ye baptized Lands. | 
Praiſe whom you have proſeſs d. Ho 


1 


] ͤ u“ ern I CO EIS, 


6 Sr of Prolſe 


5.) 
O praiſe him, all ye crowned Head; 
That own the Chiiftian Name: 
Praiſe him, who is the King of Kings; 
Raiſe and enlarge his Fame. 
Praiſe him all Chriſtian Magiſtrates, 
Gain Credit to his Ways: 
Praiſe him; ye Miniſters of God, 
Teach others him to praiſe. 
( 6.) 
Praiſe him, our famous Chriſtian Iſle; 
' Praiſe him with one Accord: 


Let every Tongue, let every Tribe 


Be taught to praiſe the Lord. 
Praiſe him, my Friends and Kindred all; 
O praiſe him all your Days: 


My Mind and Heart, my Lip and I Liſe, 


uu to adyance his Praiſe. 


172 
O let me praiſe Thee whilſt I tive, 
And praiſe Thee when I die; 
And praiſe Thee when I riſe again, 
And to Eternity. 


Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt; 


The Father ſent his Son; 
The Son ſends forth the Holy Ghoſt 
. For Mens Salvation. 1049 . 
„J 
My ſterious Depths © endlefs Loye 
Our Admirations raiſe: | 


7. God, thy Namie exaltedꝭ is 


Far n all our Praiſe. 


* * 2 # 4 

III. . 
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to Almishty GOD. 7 


III. A Song f Praiſe for Creation. 
26-4 hb 
Hou waſt, O God: And thou waſt bleft 
Before the World begun; 5 
Ot thine Eternity poſſeſt 
Before Time's Glaſs did run. 
Thou needeſt none thy Praiſe to ſing, 
As if thy Joy could fade: 
Could'ſt thou have needed any Thing; 2: 
Thou could'ſt have nothing made. 115 
2. Y s N. 
Great and good Ge 4 it pleaſed Thee | 
Thy Godhead to declare; OTIS 
And what thy Goodnefts did deere 
Thy Greatneſs did prepare: 


Thou ſpak'ſt, and Heaven and Earth appear'd, 


And anſwer'd to thy Call; 
As if their Maker's Voice they heard, 
Which is the Creatures AL 2 


3. 

Thou ſpakꝰſt the Word, moſt mi bach Lord, 
Thy Word went forth with Speed 

Thy Will, O Lord, it was thy Word, 
Thy Word it was thy Deed. 

Thou brought'ſt forth Adam Goon: the Conn 
And Eve out of his Side : 

Thy. Blefling made the Barth abound | 
With theſe two multiply'd." | - 05 


4%) 
Thoſe three great Leaves! Eibe Sea and ad Lond, 
FF oy ame in Figures ſtews; - <> 


8 Sang of \Praiſe 


Brutes ſeel the Bounty of thy Hand, 
But I my Maker know. 

Should not I here thy Servant be, 
Whoſe Creatures ſerve me here? 

My Lord, whom ſhould I tear but Thee, f 
Who am _ Creatures Fear?! 


(5. )J 
To whom, 3 ſhould [ ſing, but _ 
The Maker of my Tongue! 
Lo! Other Lords would ſeize on mes. 

But I to Thee belong, 
As Waters haſte unto their Sea, 


And Earth unto its Earth ; vii, 


So let my Soul return to Thee, 


From whom it had its Birth. -  viaT: 


- tg oC ad 34 L 

But ah! I'm fallen in the Night, Fan | 
And cannot come to Thee: 

Vet ſpeak the Word, Let there bz Light; 
It ſhall enlighten. me: 

And let thy Word, moſt mighty Lond.: 
Thy fallen Creature raiſe: 

O make me g'er again, and I 

Shall ſing my Maker's Praiſe. 


IV. 4 Song of Praiſe for Preſervati oh. 
(1 9. ; 77 (Ear th: 
"HOU — * cho raiſed Heaven and 
Voſt make thy Building ſtand; 
The Weight whereof doth wholly TY 
On thine e Alcnighty Hand. 
* Should 


-; ® 
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to Almighty GOD. 9 
ould'ſt thou withdraw thy Hand of Might, 
The Earth would quit its Place; 
e ſhining Heav'n would vaniſh ſtreiglit 
Into meer empty Space. 
(2) 
r as that Liquor's Scent remains, 
Which firft the Cask did fill; 
feeble Creatures hold the Scent 
Of their firſt Nothing till : Far 
rd, what is Man, that Child of Pride, 
That boaſts his high Degree 
one poor Moment he be left, 
He ſinks, and where is he? 
| (3. 
thee I live, and — and am; 
Thou deal'ſt me out my Days: 
thou renew'ſt my Being, Lord, 
Let me renew thy Praiſc. 
or thee I am, through thee I am, 
And for thee I muſt be: 
is better for me not to live, 
Than not to live to thee. 
4. 
ſy God, thou art my 1 Sun, 
By whoſe bright Beams I ſhine: 
s thou, Lord, ever art with me, 
Let me be ever thine. . 
hou art my living Fountain, Lord, 
Whoſe Streams on me do flow: 
ly {elf I render unto: thee, 
To whom my ſelf I owe. 


2 B (5-) 


116 Songs of Praiſe 

1 | 6143 | | 8 

7 As thou, Lord, an immartal Soul 

| Haſt breathed into me; 

So let my Soul be breathing, forth y 
Immortal 'Thanks' to thee. 


V. 4 Song of Praiſe for Provi 2 


(1. ) 
Ome, let us praiſe our Maſter's Hand, 
18 Which gives us daily Bread: ; 
Thy Houle, my Lord, is full of Gueſts, 
i hy Table richly ſpread. 
i'A Eaith is thy Table, where thy Gueſts 
Do daily fit and feed: 
Thy Hand carves every one his Part, 
And iuffers none to need, 
(2. 
Naked came I into the Norte 
And nothing with me brought; l 
And nothing have J here delery'd, 
Yet have I lacked nought, ? 
"7 I do not bleſs my lab'ring Hand, 
- My lab'ring Head, or 1 ; z | 
; Thy Providence, molt gracious God, £5 
is mine Inheritance. | 
(fs I» 5 
Thy 1 gives me Bread with Peace, 
A Table free from Strife | 
q - Thy Bleſling'is the Staff of Bread, | 
l Which is 5 Staff of Liſe. = 4 
| 'T he People lat In Companies, v8 
My k Saviour fed them all: 80 


FA 
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to Almighty GOD. 8 


So all the Families of the Earth 
HFlave Tables in God's Hall. 
1 
The Vine and Oliv: -Branches too 
Are nouriſh'd by thy Care: 
Mercies we eat, Mercies we C nk, 
Mercies we daily wear. 
Shall I repine againſt my God 
That kept me all my Days ? 
Then let my Tongue forget 1 to taſte 
When it forgets to praile. 


Tn. Song-of tha for Protedion 


1. 
M God, my 055 Help and Hope, 
My ſtrong and ſure Defence; 


For all my Safety and my Peace 
I bleſs thy Providence. 
The daily Favours of my God 
L cannot ſing at large: 
Yet let me make this Holy Boaſt, 
I am th Almichty Charge. 
12 
Lord, in the Day, thou att about 
The Paths wherein I tread; _ 8 
And in the Night, when Ilie down, 
Thou art about my Bed. 
I travel through the Wildemeſs, 
Free from the Beaſts of Prey; 
The Wolves and Lions Mouths are ſtop'd, 


The Serpents creep away. Fe 
I R ::- 


12 | Songs of Praife 
(3.9 


In Preſervation God creates, 


Delivers in Protection: 

Lord, every Moment of my Life 
Is like a Reſurrection. 

A thoufand Deaths I daily 'ſeape, 
I paſs by many a Pit, 

I fail by many dreadfil Rocks 
Where others have been tphit. 


( 4 
I ſee blind People with mine Eyes, 


To Hoſpitals 1 walk ; 
I hear of | that cannot hear, 
And of the Dumb 1 talk. 


Lord, what am I, that thou ſhould'ſt hin 5 


Such Favour unto me ? 
My Bones and Senſes all muſt ſay, 


Lord, who is like to Thee? 
VII. A4 Song of Praiſe for Health, 


1x4 


W hich Money cannot buy, 


[ | Ealth is a Jewel drop't from Heav'n, 


ne Life of Life, the Body's Peace, 
And pleaſant Harmony. 

Lord, who hath turn'd my outward Man 

fo ſuch a lively Frame ! 

Skrew up my Heart-ftrings all to make 
Sweet Melody to thy Name. 


( 2 
Whilft athens] in God's bis lie 
Bound with Affliction's Chains, 
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t> Almighty GOD. 13 


I walk at large, ſecure and free 
From Sickneſs and from Pains. 
Their Life is Death, their Language Groans, 
Their Meat is Juice of Galls; Want; 
Their Friends but Strangers, Wealth but 
Their Houſes, Priſon- Walls. | 
(3) 
Their earneſt Cries do pierce the "I, 
And ſhall I filent be? 
Lord, were I fick, as I am well, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have heard from me. 
The Sick have not more Cauſe to pray, 
Than I to praiſe my King: 
Since Nature teaches them to groan, 
Let Grace teach me to ſing, 
Pe 
I ſee my Friends, ke my Meat, 
I'm free for mine Employ ; 
But when I'do enjoy my God, 
Then I myſelf enjoy. 
Lord; who doft ſet me on my Feet, 
Direct me in thy Ways: 
O crown thy Giſt of Health with Grace, 
And turn it to thy Praiſe. 


VIII. 4 Sorg of Praife for Fanny Proſperity 


(.) 
H Blefling Lord, doth multiply 
One Taco to two Bands, 
One Perſon to a Family, 


Which thro' thy Bleſſing ſtands, 2 
a B _ 


14 Song, of Praiſe 
On all my Flocks both great and ſmal), 
Thy Sun doth {weetly ſhine; - 


Thy' truitful Drops do gently fall 


On every Branch of mine. 
1 | | 
Thy Bleſſing made the Leaves to grow, 
And Multitudes were fed: 
My Houle is fill'd and feaſted too; 
It is an Houſe of Bread. | 
How can 1 hear my Children ing, 
And not ſing unto thee ? 
Since they glad News from Heav' n do bring, 
My God muſt hear from me. | 


77 


Mine Olive-Branches and my Vine 


Thrive by my Table's Side, 
Whilſt others wither and decline, 
Who in Death's Shade abide. 


With Coy nant-Blood 1 my Poſts are red; 


Tis on my Lintel ſound; 
And, lo! the Line of Scarlet. Thread 
* on my Window bound. 
( 4 
'Tis not, my God, lr alone, 
But mine to 3 Lowe: 
Thou mad'ſt me many out of one, 
So let thy Praiſes grow. 
Whatever, Lord, is done to thine, 
Thou count ſt it done to thee”: 
And whatſoever's done to mire, 
I count it done; to me. | 
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to Almighty GOD. _—_ 
(.5-)) 


Let me be cver good to thine, 
Who art ſo good to me! 

Let thine be mine, and mine be thine, 
And they twice mine ſhall be : 


Then ſhall my Houſe a Temple be; 


Then I and mine ſhall ſing 
Hoſanuabs to thy Majeſty, 
And praiſe our Heayenly King. 


IX. A Song of Praiſe for good Sucreſs in 
Honeſt Affairs. - 


7 (r.)) | 
S not the Hand of God in this ? 
Is not this End divine ? 


Lord of Succeſs, Thee will 1 blels, 


Who on my Paths doth ſhine, 


I reap the Fruit of God Divine, 


By him it was foreſeen : 
He thought of this as well as J, 
Or it had never been. 
1 02. 
I blindly gueſt; but he ſorek new; 
1 wiſlfd, he did command; 
Wherefore I praiſe his careful Eye, 
And his unerring Hand. 
The Bow is drawn by feeble Arms, 
Aim taken in the Dark; 
A providential Hand doth guide 
The Arrow to the Mark. 
B 4 (3) 
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16 Songs of Praiſe 
(. 
Except the Lord the city keep, \ 
The Watchman will be flain; 

Except the Lord do build the Houſe, J 
The Builder builds in vain. | | 
Buildings are Babels, Cities Heaps, -1 

When thou ſend'ſt Curie or Flame: | 
And labouring Heads that promiſe Fruit, Ll 
Oſt bring forth Wind and Shame. 
4. 
But thou haſt crown d my Actions, Lord, \ 
With good Succels to-day ; | 
This Crown, together with myſelf, A 


At thy bleſt Feet J lay. 
Lord, who art pleas'd to proſper. me 
To bleſs me in my Ways ; 1 
Proſper my weak endeavouring Heart, l 
I | Which aimeth at thy Praile. 


FA 
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X. Song of Praiſe for the Morning. N 
135 . 

God was with me all this Nieht, 
And gave me tweet Repoſe: ] 

My God did watch, even whilſt J nept, 


F Or L had never roſe: ! 
id | | How many groan'd and wiſt'd for ſleep, - 
Until they wiſh'd for Day; 


Meas ring flow Hours with their quick Pains, 
Whilſt I ſccurely lay! 


(3. 
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to Almighty GOD. . "F 


( 2.) 
Whilſt I did ſleep all Dang ets Nept, 

No Thieves did 'me affught; 4 23000 
Thoſe Ev'ning Wolves, thoſe Beaſts of Prey, 
Diſturbers of the Night. | 

No raging Flames nor Storms aid rend 
The Houle that I was in; 

I heard no dreadful Cries without, | 
No doleful Groans within. 3 


(3) 
What Terrors have I Kap this Night, 
Which have on others fell! 


My Body migbt have flept its laſt, 
My Soul have wak'd in Hell. 


Sweet Reſt hath gain'd that Strength to me, 
Which Labour did devour: _ 
My Body was in Weakneſs fown, 

But it is rais'd in TY. 


Lord for the 'Mercics If the Night, 
My humble Thanks I pay : 
And unto thee I dedicate 
The Firſt-ſtuits of the Day. 
Let this Day praiſe thee, O my God, 
And ſo let all my Pays: 
And, O let mine Eternal Day 
Be thine Eternal Praiſe. 
XI. 4 Song of OT for the Evening, 


[| OW from the Altar of my Heart 
Let Incenſe-Flames ariſe: 


4 


Aſſiſt 


18 Songs of Praiſe 

Aſſiſt me, Loyd, to offer up 

Mine Rvening Sacrifice, 

Awake, my Love; awake, my Joy; 3 
„Awake, my Heart and Tong ue: 

Sleep not: when Mercies loudly call, 
Break forth into a Best 


Man's Liſe's a Book 7 Hiſtory, 
The Leaves thereof are Days; 

The Letters Mercies cloſely join d, 
The Title is thy Praiſe. 

This Day God was my Sun and Shield, 
My Keeper and my Guide; 

His Care was on my Frailty ſhewn, 
His Mercies multiply'd. - 
| . . 

Minutes and Mercies multiply'd 
Have made up all this Day: 

Minutes came quick ; but Mercies were 
More fleet and free than they. 

New Time, new Favour, and new Joys, 
Do a new Song require: 

Till I ſhould praiſe Thee as I would, 
Accept my. Heart's Deſire. 


(4+) 
Lord of my Time, . Hand hath ſet 


New Time upon my Score: 
Then, ſhall I praiſe for all my Time, 
_ hen Time ſhall be no more. 


XII, 
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to Alnnghty 60D. 19 


XII. 4 Song of. Praiſe for 2 n, of 
1 ee 4 


< id 
_ 1. 5 211 En 
Way dark Thoughts; awake, my y Joy; 
Awake, my Glory; ſing; 
Sing Songs to celebrate the Birth-' © - * | 
Of Jacob's God and King 
O happy Night, that brought forth Light, 
Which makes the Blind to ſee! 

The Day-ſpring from on High came come 
To cheer and vigt Thee. | 
uy. 

The Aber bpb * their Flock 2 
Were watchfuF for the Morn; 
But better News'from Heay'n was brought, 
Your Saviour Chrift is born. 
In Bethlem-Town the Infant lies, 4 03 % 
Within a Place obſeure. © 70 Ht 
O little Bethlem, poot in an 
But rich in Purnivne ! mn onde 
Since Heaven is now-come down to Earth, 
Hither the Angels fly-! | | 
Hark, how the Heavenly Choir doth 4s 
Glory to God on Hb 
The News is ſpread, the N is glad, 
Simeon o'ercome with | 
Sings with the Infant in bis Arms, 1 
No let thy Seroane e. „ 


20 ' . Songs of - Praiſe 


(4) 
Wiſe Men from far beheld the Star, 
Which was their faithful Guide, 
Until it pointed forth the Babe, 
And him they glorify'd. 
Do Heaven and Earth rejoice and ſing, 
Shall we our Chriſt deny ? 
He's born for us, and we for him: 
Glory to God an High. 


© XIE 4 Song of” Praiſe for Chriſt. 


1 EST or T7 "FS 
1 VE found the Pearl of greateſt Price, 


My Heart doth ſing for Joy: 
And ſing I muſt, a Chriſt I have; 
O what a Chrift have I? 1 
Chriſt is the Way, the Truth and Life, 
The Way to God and Glory; 
Life to the Dead, the Truth of Types, 
The Truth of Ancient Story. 


; „ 

Chriſt is a Prophet, Prieſt and King; 
A Prophet full of Light : 

A Prieſt that ſtands twixt God and Man, 
A King that rules with Might. 


Chriſt's Manhood is a Temple, where 
The Altar God doth reſt ; 

My Chriſt, he is the Sacrifice; 
My Chriſt, he is the Pricft. 


My Chriſt he is the Lord of Lords, 
{ Hs is the King of Kings; 


He 
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to Almighty GOD. 
He is the Sun of Righteouſneſs 
With Healing in his Wing 
{ My Chriſt, he is the Free of Liſe 
Which in God's Garden grows; | 
| Whoſe Fruit does feed, whole Leaves do heal; 


My Chriſt is Saruu's Roſe. 


Chriſt is my Meat, Urn 18 my Drink, 
My Phyſick and my Health; . 
My Peace, my Strength, my Joy, my Crown, 
My Glory and my Wealth. 

' Chriſt is my Father and my Friend, 
| My . and my Love: 
My Head, my Hope, my Counlelior,. 
My Advocate above. | 


My Chriſt, he Rs 14 of Heavens, 
My Chrift what ſhall I call, 

My Chriſt is Firſt, my Chriſt is Laſt, 
My Chriſt is All in All. 


XIV. A Song of Praise for ae 11 


(1. ) 
That I had an Angebs Tongue, 
That I might loudly ſing 
The Wonders of Redeeming Love 
To Thee, my God and King! 
But Man, who at the Gates of Hell 


Did pale and ſpeechleſs lie, 
Muſt find a Tongue and Time to Heak, 


Or elſe the Stones * eg 


2(=) 
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22 Songs of. Proife 


(2. ). 


- Let the W of the Lord 


Their thankful Voices raiſe: 
Can we be dumb whilſt Angels ſing 
Our great Redeemer's Praiſe! 


Come let us join with Angels then, 


Glory to God on High; 

Peace upon Eartb, Good "Will to Menu, 
Amen, Amen, lay I. 1 

(63. 

Poor Allan. $ Race was Satan's Prey, | 
And Duſt the Serpent's Food; 

We that were doom'd to-be deyour'd, 
Naked and trembling ſtood. 

A wile eternal Pity then 

Did helpleſs Men befriend ; 

Our Help did in God's Boſom lie, 
And thence he did aſcend. 


| | 4. 
Love cloathed with Humility, _ 
Built here an Houſe of Clay, 


In which it dwelt, and reſcu'd Man; 


The Devil loſt his Prey. 


The ſpiteſul Serpent bruis d Chriſt's Heel; 


But then Chriſt brake his Head, 
And left him nail'd upon the Croſs 
On which his Blood was ſhed, 


(.). 22S 
Sing 120 triumph i in boundleſ Grace, r þ 


Which thus has ſet thee free; 
Extol with Shouts, my ſaved Soul, 
Thy Saviour's Love to thee, 


Gi 
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to Almighty GOD. 23 

Give endleſs Thanks to God, and ſay, 
What Love was this in Thee, 

That thou haſt not withheld thy Son, 
Thine only Son from me! 

( 6. NN 

What were ten FW Worlds t to him, | 
Thine Image and Delight! * 

Had we been all caſt down to Hell, 
Juſtice had had its Right; 

Thy Glory might have been diſtrain' d, 
Our Torment ſhould expreſs 

Thy pon" frm Might, and Truth, 
And Evyerlaſtingnels. | 


ho HG | 
Thus, Lord, thy areadfil Attributes 
Man might have ſerv'd to prove; 
Thy glorious Angels would have ſung 
The Riches of thy Love. 
Would'ſt thou have active Worſhippers 
Beſides the Angels Choir ? k 
Millions had iſſue'd at thy Word, 
As Sparks ariſe from Fire. 
(8.). 
Man's Room had quickly been apply 
For, Lord, at thy Command, 
A new Creation ſhould appear; 
Thy Grace would make them ſtand. 
Or, would thou ſhew thy Pity, Lord? © 
Thou might'ſt have looked then 2 
On fallen Angels, fallen Stars, 
And not on fallen Men. 


(3. 


24 Song of Praiſe 


ee td 
| But fallen Angels muſt be left, 
|| And fallen muſt riſe: 7 
[ For this the-Son of God muſt fall 
17 A bloody Sacrifice. | E 
17 Thy deep and glorious Counſels, Lord, 

With Trembling, I adore : 
Bleſſed, thrice bleed be my God, 

Bleſſed for evermore 


| | XV. A. Sg of Pr aife for the Ge 


a 
Leſt be my God 3 L was born. 
To Treks the joyful Sound; 
That I was born to be baptiz d, 
And bred on Holy Ground: | 
That I was bred — 2 God appears, 
In Tokens of his Grace: 
1 The Lines are fallen unto me 
1 In a moſt pleaſant Place. 
il (..2. ) 
1 I might have been a Pagan: bred, 
Or elſe a veiled Jeu, 
Or cheated with an Alcor an 
Among: the 7; urkiſh Crew. 


Ml HF B. bhru 
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Dumb Pictures might have been my Books, 
Dark Language my Deyotion ; 
And ſo I might with blinded Eyes 
Have drank a SO. Potion. 
So in a Dungeon a „ ge, | LET 
I might have ſpent my Days: But 


1 


to Almighty GOD. 


But thou haſt ſent me Goſpel Light, 
To thine Eternal Praiſe. 

The Sun which roſe up in the Eaft, 
And drove their Shades away, 


25 


His healing Wings have reach'd the Weſt, 


And turn'd our Night to Day. 
| (4) 
Englund at firſt an Egypt was; 
Since that, proud Babel Slave; 
At laſt a Canaan it became, 
And then my Birth it gave. 
Bleſt be my God, that I have ſlept 
The diſmal Night away, 
Being kept in Providence's Womb, 
To England's brighteſt Day. 


(8. 
Bleſt be my God for what I ſee, 
My God for what I hear: | 
I hear ſuch bleſſed News from Heaven, 
Nor Earth nor Hell I fear. 
I hear, my Lord for me was born, 
My Lord for me did die; 
My Lord for me did riſe again, 
And did aſcend on High. 


(6.) 

On High he ſtands to plead my Cauſe, 
And will. return again, 

And let me on a glorious Throne, 
That I with him may reign. 

Glory to God the Father be, 
Glory to God the Son. 

Glory to God the Holy Ghoſt, 

Ghry to God alone. 
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26 Songs of Praiſe 


XVI. A Song of Praiſe for a Goſpeh 
| Maſiry. 


I. | 
Air are the Feet which bring the News 
| Of Gladneſs unto me: 
W hat happy Meflengers are theſe 
Which my bleſs'd Eyes do lee ! 
Theſe are the Stars which God appoints 
For Guides unto my Way, 
To lead me unto Bethlem-Town, 
Where my dear Saviour lay. 
1 
Theſe are my God's Ambaſſadors, 
By whom his Mind I know ; 
God's Angels in his lower Heav'n, 
| God's Trumpeters below. 
The Trumpet ſounds, the Dead ariſe, 
Which fell by Adam's Hand. 
Again the Trumpet ſounds, and they 
Set forth for Canaan's Land. 


(3. 
Thy Servants ſpeak; but thou, Lord, doth 
An hearing Ear beſtow: 5 
They ſmite the Rock; but thou, my God, 
Doſt make the Waters flow: 
They ſhoot the Arrow; but thy Hand 
Doth drive the Arrow home: 
They call; but, Lord, thou doſt compel, 
And. then thy Gueſts are come. 
(+4) 


to Almizhty GOD. 27 
4. ) 


Angels that fly, and Worms that creep, 
Are both alike to thee ; 

It thou mak'ſt Worms thine Angels, Lord, 
They bring my God to me. 

As Sons of Thunder, firſt they come, 
And I the Lightning fear ; 

But then they bring me to my Home, 
And Sons of Comfort are. 


5 


( 3- 
Lord, thou art in them of a Truth, 
That I might never ftray ; 
The Clouds and Pillars march before, 
And ſhew me Canaan's Way 
I blets my God, who is my Guide; 
1 ſing in HSiou's Ways: 
When {hall I ſing on Hon's Hill 
Thine everlaſting Praiſe? 
XVII. . Song of Praiſe for Holy Bat tiſm. 
I, 
'Ord, what is Man, that Lump of Sin, 
Made, up of Earth and Hell; 
Nor fit to come within the Camp 
Where Holy Angels dwell ? 
Man is a Leper from the Womb, 
An Ethiopian born; 
A Traytor's guilty Son and Heir, 
Worthy of Pain and Scorn. 
& * 
And doſt thou look on loch a one? 
Are not thine Eyes moſt pure? 
C 2 But 


28 Song, of Praiſe 
But they are Eyes of Pity too, 
Where Griefs do beg a Cure. 
This Leper is a loathſome Sight; 

But Pity caſts an Eye, 
And bids him waſh in Fordar's Streams 
To cure his Leproly. 


03 
The Ethiopian's Skin is chang'd, 


And made as white as Snow, | Ar 
When dipt in wonder-working Streams, 
Which from Chrilt's S des do flow. 
As Adam ſlept and from his Side F - 
A killing Ede arole ; 
From my pierc'd Lord (that ſmitten Rock) Bu 
A pure Lite-Fountain flows. 
* ) Lo, 
Ah! what a tainted Wretch is Man ! | | 
And ſo he muſt have ſtood : Tic 
But lo! an Act of Sov'reign Grace | 
Reſtores him to his Blood. He 


Save me, my God, for I am thine : 

Lord, own thy Seal to me: 

O waſh my Soul 'till it be cleans'd, * 
Aud purity'd for thee. g 


3 
Bleſt above Streams is Jordau's Flood, 
Which toucheth Canaau's Shore; We 
I'll ſing thy Praiſe in Jordan's Streams 
In Canaan evermore, 


XVIII. | 
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to Almighty GOD. 


29 


XVIII. 4 Song of Praiſe for the Lord's Supper. 
1, 
Praiſe the Lord! Praiſe him, praiſe him, 


Sing Praiſes to his Name: 
O, all ye Saints of Heaven and Earth, 
Extol and laud the ſame. 
Who ſpared not his only Son, 
But gave him up for all; 


And made him drink the Cup of Wrath, 


Ms & 
WS. 
; 


The Wormwood and the Gall. 


2. 
Frail Nature ſhrunk, and did requeſt 
That bitter Cup might pals: 
But he muſt drink it off; and. this 
The Father's Pleaſure was. 
Lo, then I come to do thy Will, 
His bleſſed Son reply'd ; 


Yielding himſelf to God and Man, 


He ſtretch'd his Arms and dy'd. 
25 
He dy'd indeed, but a again, 
And did aſcend on High, 
That we poor Sinners, loſt and dead, 
Might live eternally. 
Good Lord! How many Souls in Hell 
Doth Vengeance vex and tear ? 
Were it not for a dying Chriſt, 
Our Dwelling had been there. 
4. 
His Blood was ſhed inſtead of ours, 


His Soul our Hell did bear: 
C23 
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30 Songs of | Praiſe 


He took our Sin, gave us himſelf: 


What an Exchange is here! Th 

Whatever is not Hell itſelf, | 

For us it Is too good: Th 

But muſt we eat the Fleſh of Chriſt? 

And muſt we drink his Blood? W. 

(58909 

His Fleſh is Heavenly Food indeed, + Bu 

His Blood is Drink divine; N 

His Graces drop, like Honey falls, 

His Comforts taſte like Wine. I b 

Sweet Chriſt! Thou haſt refreih'd our Souls bY 

With thine abundant Grace ; WI 

For which we magnify thy Name, 6 

Longing to ſee thy Face. I cc 

( 6. HER. 

| When ſhall our Souls mount up to Thee, I 

M oft holy, juſt and true; { 
To eat that, Bread, and drink that Wine, 

Which is for ever new? Th 

XIX. A Song of Praiſe for the Lord's Day. Th 


. 
Y Lord, my Love was crucify'd, 
He all the Pains did bear ; 
| Put 1m the Sweetnels of his Reft 
. He makes his Servants ſhare. 
| - How iweetly reſt thy Saints above, 


Which in thy Boſom lie! 
5 TB IIC ( ' lurch Delow doth reit 1 In Hope! g M. 
O. that Felic. Ye p 


to Almighty GOD. 


6 
Thou, Lord, who daily feed'ſt thy Sheep, 
Mak'ſt them a weekly Feaſt: 
Thy Flocks meet in their ſeveral Folds, 
Upon this Day of Reſt. 
Welcome and dear unto my Soul 
Are theſe ſweet Feafts of Love; 
But what a Sabbath ſhall I keep 
When I ſhall reſt above ! 
( 4 
I bleſs thy wiſe and Kale Love, 
Which binds us to be free; 
Which makes us leave our earthly Snares, 
That we may come to thee, 
I come, I wait, I hear, I pray: 
Thy Footſteps, Lord, I trace: 
I ſing to think this is the Way 
Unto my Say1iour's Face. 
(4) 
Theſe, are my Preparation Days ; 
And when my Soul is dreſt, 
Theſe Sabbaths ſhall deliver me, 
To mine eternal Reft. 
XX. Another. 
( 


The firſt and beſt of Days: 

The Lab'rer's Reſt, the Saints Delight, 
A Day of Mirth and Praiſe: 

My Saviour's Face did make thee ſhine, 
His Riſing did thee raiſe: 


C 4 This 
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Leſt Day of God, moſt calm, moſt bright, 
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32 Songs of Praiſe 
This made thee Heavenly and Divine 
Beyond the common Days. 


f 2. 
The Firft-Fruits do a Bleſſing prove 
To all the Sheaves behind ; 
And thcy that do a Sabbath love, 
An happy Week ſhall find: 
My Lord on thee his Name did fix, 
Which makes thee Rich and Gay; 
Amidſt his Golden Candleiticks 
My Saviour walks this Day. 


. 
He walks in's Robes, his Face ſhines bright, 
The Stars are in his Hand; 


Out of his Mouth, that Place of Might, 


A two-edg'd Sword doth ſtand. 
Grac'd with our Lord's Appearance thus, 
As well as with his Name, 
Thou may'ſt demand Reſpect from us 
Upon a doubie Claim. 


) 

This Day God Joth ha Veſſels broach, 
His Conduits run with Wine : 

He that loves not this Day's Approach, 
Scorns Heaven, and Saviour's ſhine. 


W hat Slaves are thoſe who Slav'ry chuſe, 
And Garlick for their Feaſt ; 


Whilſt Milk and Honey they refuſe, 


And the Almighty” s Reſt? 
4) 


TS 
This eras doth Saints enrich, 
And ſmiles upon them all ; | 


It 


It 


to Almighiy GOD. 


It is their Pentecoſt, on which 
The Holy Ghoſt doth fall. 
O Day of Wonders! Mercies Pawn, 

The weary Soul's Recruit, 
The Chriſtian's Goſhen, Heaven's Dawn, 
The Bud of endleſs Fruit. 
WER ab 
Oh could I love as 1 Sal, lov'd 
Thy Watches heretofore: 
As Englands Glory thou haſt proy'd ; 
May'ſt thou be ſo yet more. 
This Day muſt I for God appear; 
For, Lord, the Day 1s thine : 
O let me ſpend it in thy Fear; 
Then ſhall the Day be mine. 
| 7. 
Throughout the * ceaſe Work and Play, 
That I to God may reſt: 
Now let me talk with God, and walk 


With God, and I am bleft. 


XXI. A Song of Praiſe for the Patience 
| of GOD. 


15 
Lmighty God, how haſt thou borne 
Wrongs not to be expreſt; 

Daring Rebellion, injur'd Love, 

Light quenched in my Breaſt ! 
Man would be God, and down he fell, 

To teach him better Skill; 
Pet he lifts up his bruiſed Bones 

Againſt his Maker ſtill. 62.) 
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34 Songs of Praiſe 


(2d } 3 
Lord, what a Monſter is baſe Man, 
Thus given to rebel ! | 


O, that thou doſt not cleave the Earth, 


And ſend him quick to Hell. j 
His Sins for Wages loudly cry, 
Juſtice, with dreadful Sound, NM 
Cries too, Cut down this fruitleſs Tree, 
Why cumbers it the Ground ? Fi 
3.) | 
But God waves his Advantages 
Of Right and Vengeance too; M 
And by his ſingle Patience 
Doth daring Men outdo. | Ge 
The Creature doth diſdain his God, 
By whom he is maintain'd : M 
Yet God maintains this Rebel-Worm, 
By whom he is diſdain'd. B 
| 4 
Fool, ask not OR. th' Almighty 1s, 
All Glory to him give; N 
Is not his Power fully prov'd 
In ſuff ring thee to live? B 
Was he not God, he could not bear 
Such Weights as on him lie; T 
Weak Things are quickly ct on fire, 
And to their Weapons fly. F. 
(5. 
Why ſhould not REP me ſing, 
When Hell would make me roar ? b A 


Lord, let thy Patience end in Love, 
III ſing for eyermore. XXII. 


j © COONEY: 


ZI to Almighty G OD. 35 
XXII. A Song of Praiſe for Pardon of Sin. 
I 


Y God a God of Pardon is, 
His Boſom gives me Eaſe: 
have not, do not pleaſe my God; 
Yet Mercy him doth pleaſe. 
My Sins aloud for Vengeance call; 
But lo ! A Fountain Iprings 
From Chriſt's pierc'd Side, which louder cries, 
And ipeaketh better Things. 
( 2.) 
My Sins have reach'd up to the Heav'ns; 
But Mercy's Hetght exceeds : 
God's Mercy is above the Heav'ns, 
Above my ſinful Deeds: 
My Sins are. many, like the Stars, 
Or Sands upon the Shore : 
But yet the Mercies of my God 
Ae infinity more. 
, CO 
My Sins in bignel do ariſe 
Like Mountains great and tall; 
But Mercy, like a mighty Sea, 
Covers theſe Mountains all. 
This is the Sca that's bottomleſs, 
A Sea without a Shore: 
For where Sin hath abounded much, 
Mercy abounds much more. 
( 4.) 
. ee Paul, and a leu 
Were pardon'd all by thee: 


36 Songs of Praiſe 
I read it, and believed, Lord; 
For thou haſt pardon'd me. 
When God ſhall ſearch the World for Sin, 
What Trembling will be there? 
O Rocks and Mountains, cover us, 


Will be the Sinner's Prayer. 


5 

But the Lamb's Wrath they need not fear, 

Who once have felt his Love: 
And they that walk with God below, 
Shall dwell with God above. 
Rage Farth and Hell; come Life, come Death, 
et ſtill my Song ſhall be, 
God was, and is, and will be good, 

And merciful to me. 


XXIII. A Song off Praiſe for Peace of 


Conſcience. 


of 3 

Y God, my 3 God, 
Creator of my Peace; 

Thee will I love, and praiſe, and ſing, 
Till Life and Breath ſhall ceaſe, 

My Thoughts did rage, my Soul was toſt, 
Twas like a troubled Sea: 

But what a, mighty Voice is this, 
Which Winds and ves obey ! 


God ſpake the Word, . and be flill ; 
My Sins, thoſe Mutineers, 

With Speed went off, and took their Flight ; 
Where now are all m y Fears ? The 


Y D'S [ py s "0 * 
* * 2 1 NW 7 N = Ll 
* _ — FT \ N "7 „ | = 
dl LE Ts K 


>” RR Aw. Ry” 


to Almighty GOD. 37 
The World can neither give nor take, 
Nor yet can underſtand 
That ce of God which Chriſt hath brought; 
And gives me with his Hand. 
n 
This is my Saviour's Legacy, 
Confirm'd by his Deceaſe: 
Ye ſhall have Trouble in the World, 
In me ye ſhall have Peace; 
And ſo it is, the World doth rage, 
But Peace in me doth reign : 
And whilſt my God maintains the Fort, 
Their Batt'ries are in vain. 
(4) 
The burning Buſh was not conſum' d, 
Whilſt God remained there: 
The Three, when Chriſt did make the Fourth, 
Found Fire as meek as Air. 
So is my Mem'ry ſtuft'd with Sins 
Enough to make an Hell; 
And yet my Conſcience is not ſeorch'd :) 
For God in me doth dwell. 


5. 

Where God doth dwell, ſure Heaven is there, 
And Singing there muſt be: 

Since, Lord, thy Preſence makes my Heaven, 
Whom ſhould I ſing but thee ? 

My God, my reconciled God, 
Creator of my Peace; 

Thee will I love, and praiſe, and ſing, 
Till Life and Breath ſhall ceaſe, 


XXIV. 


38 . Songs of Praiſe 


XXIV. A Song of Praiſe for Foy in the 8. 
Holy Gboſt. 


(1. ) 
Y Soul doth magnity the Lord, 
My Spiriv doth rejoice V 
In God my Saviour, and my God; 
I hear his joyſul Voice. 
I need not go abroad for Joy, I 
Who have a Feaſt at Home ; | 
My Sighs are turned into Songs, 
The Comtorter is come. 


* 
( 2.) T 
T 


Down from above the bleſſed Dove 
Is come into my Breaſt, 

To witneſs God's eternal Love; 
This is my Heavenly Feaſt. 

This makes me, Abba, Father, cry 
With Confidence of Soul; 

It makes me cry, my Lord, my God, B! 
And that without Controul. 


3. 
There is a Stream which iſſues forth 
From God's eternal 'Throne, 
And from the Lamb a living Stream, 
Clear as the cryſtal Stone! 
The Stream doth water Paradiſe, 
It makes the Angels ſing : 
One Cordial Drop revives my Heart, 
Hence all my Joys do ſpring. | 
F- 4 | 44: )... | 
Such Joys as are . 
And full of Glory too; Such 
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to Almighty GOD. 39 


Such hidden Manna, hidden Pearls, 
As Worldlings do not know. 

Eye hath not ſeen, nor Ear hath heard, 
From Fancy *tis conceal'd, 

What thou, Lord, haſt laid up for thine, 
And hath to me reyeal'd. 


5. 
I fee thy Face, I he thy Voice, 
I taſte thy ſweeteſt Love; 
My Soul doth leap : But, O tor Wings, 
The Wings of Noah's Dove! 
Then ſhould 1 flee far hence away, 
Leaving this World of Sin : 
Then ſhould my Lord put forth his Hand, 
And kindly. take me in. 
| ( 6.) 
Then ſhould my Soul with Angels feaſt 
On Joys that always laſt : 
Bleſt be my God, the God of Joy, 
Who gives me here a Taſte. 


XXV. A Song of Praiſe for Grace. 
FE 
God of FRO. a haſt reſtor'd 
Thine Image unto me, 
Wnich by my Sins was quite defac'd, 
What ſhall I render thee! 
Thine Image and Inſcription, Lord, 
Upon my Heart I bear : | 
Thine own I render unto thee, 
O God, my God moſt dear. 


(2) 


40 Songs f Praiſe 
(. J 
My ſelf I owe thee for my ſelf, 
Whom thou didſt make of Earth; 
But thou haſt made me o'cr again, 
Thou'gay'ſt a ſecond Birth. 
Twice born, and twice endu'd with Life, 
I haſte to come to thee, 
To pay my Vows, my Thanks, my Heart, 
With all Humility. 


(3-) 
O, was 1 born firſt from beneath; 
And then born from aboye ! 
Am l a Child of Man and God? 
O rich and endleſs Love! 
When I had broke the Tables, Lord, 
New Tables thou didſt hew ; 
And with thy Finger didſt engrave 
Thy Laws on them anew. 


„Kr 
Earth is my Mother, Earth my Nurſe, 
And Earth muſt be my Tomb: 

Yet God, the God of Heaven and Earth, 
My Father is become. . 

Hell enter'd me, and into Hell 
I quickly ſhould have run: 

But O! Kind Heav'n laid hold on me; 
Heav'n is in me begun. 


5 
This Spark will riſe into à Flame, 
This Sced into a Tree; 
My Songs ſhall riſe, my Praiſes ſhall 


. — Hallelujahs be, 832 
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SELL . i Seag Praiſe for ane of 
| PIER. 


rat dr are "he ANY ns, O God of Heay' n! 
Thou art more, bri ht, more high: 
What are bfi gut Stars, and brighter Saints, 
To thy bricks Majeſty! ! 
Thou'rt far above the Songs of Heaven, 
Sung by the Holy Ones; = 
And doſt thou ſtoop and bow thine Ear 7 
To a poor Sinner's Groans ! 8 


(2 
God 1785 rings the Language of my Heart, 
roans and Sighs he hears: 
He * a Book for my Requeſt, 
M Bottle for my\ Teats. 
Bue did not my Year Savionr's Blood 
Firft wah d Way thiir Gut; 
My Sighs woult prove hüt empty Air, 
* Tears wontd-all be ſpilt. 
Ane gin » 01S „ P , K 
Lord, thine * Spirit WwãW s. 
My Advorate Within: S113 5 "is | 
But O, my Smoak Join'd with thy Flame, 
My Pray” r was mixt with Sin. 
But then Chriſt was my Altan ald 
My Advocate above; 
His Blood did iclear my Pray” r; and gain T 
An Anſwer full of Love. | : 


22 os 
It could hot. be that HE: ſhould'ff hear! 


A mortal finfal Worm; 4h eo 
FX, 118 1 2 D or "But 
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42 Songs of Praiſe 

But that my Prayers preſented are- 
In a moſt glorious Form. 

Chriſt's precious Hands took my e 
And turn'd my Droſs to Gold; 

His Blood put Warmth into my den rs, . 
Which were by N ature cold. 


Thou heard'ſt my Gg for Jelus Sake, 
Whom thou doſt hear always; 

Lord, hear through that prevailing Name, 
My Voice of Joy and Praiſe,” 


XXVII. A Sons of Praiſe for Deliverance 


from, Enemies. | 
tt 1. ) 1 K 1 (mand 


JReat God, Who does the World com- 
( Thou check ſt both Wind and Waves: 
The Devils, which like Lions roar, | 
Are thine inchanted Slaves. | 
The Sons of Rage ate imoaking And, 
And Idols fear'd in vain: bee 
Thou, Lord, the only, only Gd. 
Their Fury doſt reſtrain. 1 
62.) | 
Thou, Lord, didſt tmooth fierce Ehe s Brow, 
And change his murm'ring Breath: 
Thou gav'ſt to him a Brother's Heart, 
Who vow'd his Brother's Death. 
Ang els haye arm'd at thy Command, 
| rf Stars have ſhot their Dart; 
Nature hath tought, and Miracles 
Have took thy Church's Part. SY 
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5 | ( 3.) | 
Thee, Lord, who ftill the Church doth love, 
All Creatures muſt obey : 
And when for thine thou doft ariſe; 
Their Enemies where are they? 
I cry'd to Heaven in my Diſtreſs, 
I to my God did flee ; 
He with Compaſſion heard C 
He did le for me. mY O03 


(4) 
With humble Fear, ad thankful Joy, 
Lord, at thy Feet I fall; 
Unſcignedly led 
That Thou alone doſt all. 
Thou art all Pow'r, thou art all Love, . 
And ſo thou art to me: 
| Bleſt be my God, now and henceforth, 
And to Eternity. 
XXVIII. 4 Song of Praiſe {or Deliverance 
from Spiritual Troub 


That am drawn out of the Depth, 
Will ſing upon the Shore: 
f that in Hell's dark Suburbs lays” 
Pure Mercy will adore. 
The Terrors of the Living God, 
My Soul did fo affright  _- 
I fear left I ſhould be condemn'd 
To an Eternal Ni 3; | 


Kind was the Pity of 85 Friends, 
But could not eaſe my Smart: 2 
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Their Words indeed, did reach my Caſe, 
But could not reach my. Heart. 

Ah, then what was this World to me, 
To whom: God's Word was dark! 

Who in my Dungevn could not ſee 
One Beam or e- Spark. 


What then were all the Cicativen Smiles, 
When the Creator frown'd ? 


My Days were Nights, my. Life. was Death, 


My Being was my Wound, 

Tortur'd and rack'd with Helliſh Fears, 
When God the Blow ſhould give 

Mine Eyes did fail, my Heart, did fink, | 
Then Mercy bid me live. 


| 2 27 
God's Furnace doth in on ſtand 
But Sioz's God fits by; 
As the Refiner views his Gold 
With an obſervant Eye. 
God's Thoughts are high, his Love is wiſo, 
His Wounds a Cure intend : 
And tho' he.doth not always ſmile, 


He loves unto the End. 


(5. ). 
Thy Love is conſtant to its Line, 


Tho Clouds oft come between 
O, could my Faith but pierce theſe Clone, 
It might be always ſeen. 
But Iain weak, and forc'd to cry, 

Take up my Soul to thee: : 
Then, as thou ever art the lame, 
So ſhall I eyer be. 


(6.) 


C 


to Almighty GOD. 9 of 


Then ſhall J ever, ever 1ing, 
Whilſt thou doft ever fine: 

I have thine own dear Pledge fol this; 
Lord, thou art eyer mine. 


XXIX. A Song of Praiſe for Deliverance from 
imminent Beere of Death. 


ORD of my Life, Nene of my Days, 
Thy Hand hath reſcu d me ; : 
Who lying at the Gates of Death 
Among the Dead was free. 
My deareſt Friends I had reſign'd 
Unto their Maker's Care : 
Methought I only Time had leſt 
For a concluging, Taker 


Methought Death laid his Hands on me, 
And did his Pris'ner bind; 

And by the Sound, methought I heard 
His Maſter's Feet behind, 

Methoug ht I food upon the Shore, 
And nothing could I ſee, 

But the vaſt Ocean, with my Eyes, 
A vaſt Eternity! 


Methought J heard the Midnight Cry, 
Behold the Bridegroom comes: 
Methought I was call'd to the Bar, 
W here Souls receive their Dooms. 
The World was at an End to me, 


A* if it-all did burn: 13 
D 3 But 


a6 Songs of Praiſe 
But lo! There came a Voice from Heav'n, C 

Which order'd my Return. 

4. C 

Lord, I return'd at thy Command, 

What wilt thou have me do? v 
O let me wholly live to Thee, 4 

To whom my Life I owe! N 
Fain would I dedicate to Thee 

The Remnant of my Days: 
Lord, with my Liſe renew my Hcart, 

T hat both thy Name may praiſe, 


V 

N 
XXX. A Sons of Praiſe for the Hope of 

£ Glory. - N 

F 


(1.) 
Sojourn in a Vale of Tears, 
Alas, how can I ſing! 
My Harp doth on the Willows hang, 


| Diſ-tun'd in every String. 0 
My Muſick is a Captive's Chains, | | 
Harſh Sounds my Ear doth fill; N 
How ſhall 1 ſing ſweet Hion's Song 

On this ſide Sioy's ord Las R 27 L 
Yet lo! I hear a joythl- Sound. A 

Surely I quickly come; oe 
Fach Word much Sweetneſs doth am, G 

Like a ſull Honey- comb. 
And doſt thou come, my deareſt Lord? 7 


And doſt thou ſurely come? 
An] doſt thou ſurely quickly come? 
--\Mcthinks I am at home. ( 3.) 


nr 
N V he” _ 
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| 5 (20 
Come then, my deateſt, deareſt Lord, 
My 1wecteſt, ſureſt Friend; 

Come; tor I loath theſe Kedar Tents, 5 

The fiery Chariots ſend. 

What have I here? My Thoughts and Joys 
Are all pack'd up and gone; 

My eager Soul would follow them 
To thine Eternal Throge. 


| (4) 
What have I in this buen Land? 
My Jeſus is not here; 
Mine Eyes will ne'er be bleſt, until 
My Jeſus doth appear. 
My Jeſus is gone up to Heaven 
To get a Place for me: 
For 'tis his Will that where he is, 
There ſhould his _— be. 


Canaan I view from Sale Top, 
Of Canaar's Grapes | taſte; 

My Lord, who ſends unto me here, 
Will ſend for me at laſt. 

I have a God that changeth not, 
Why ſhould 1 be perplext? 

My God that owns me in this World, 
Will own me in ar * 


Go fearleſs then, my Soul, with God 
Into another Rom: 
Thou, who hath walked with him here, 


Go ſec thy God at Home. 
- OY View 


48 Song of Praiſe 

View Death with a believing Eye, 
It hath an Angel's Face: 

And this. kind Angel will prefer 
Thee to an Angel's Place. 


The 8 is but A ee re 1 
Unto belicying 

For there the Fic tht all loſe its Drols, _ 
And like the Sun ſhall riſe. 

The World. which 4 have known too well, 
Hath mock'd me with its Eyes: | | | 


How gladly could I leave vehiud 275 gr \/ 


Its vexing Vanities: i 4 3 
(8. 

My deareſt Friends they dwell _ 
Them will I go to dee; 1 | 

And all my Friends in Chriſt below, 
Will ſoon come after me. 

Fear not the Trumpꝰs Earth-rending Sound ; 
Dread not the Day of Doom : 

For he that is to be thy Judge, 
Thy Saviour is become. ge 


*Y, \ «x7 
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Bleſt be my God tat nt me Lights» 
Who in the Dark did grope: 

Bleſt be my God, the God of Love; - 
Who cauſeth. me to hope. 

Here's the Word's s Signet, Sopot $ Staff, | 
And e ITace's Cha | 

By thee th 91 0 Tala kno, 
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N Hopes are f 77-4 Vain. 
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XXXI. 4 Song of Pritiſe "coed oat ꝙ vho 
Bok Fy als. 12 | 

| | ching, 


e OY Praiſe che de, Plaile him, Praiſe 


1 


pet 


Praiſe him With one Accord 4. 
Pale him, Praiſe him, alt ye tllat be 


The Servants of the Lord. 
47. 6. Sing Praiſes to our God, fivg Praiſe, 
Sing Praiſes to our King: I 
Praiſe to the King of all the CIR," 


With W = 


103. 1. My Soul give Td unto the Lord ; 
My Spirit ſhall do the fame 
And all the Secrets of my Heart, 
Praiſe yo his Holy Name. 


95.6." Come, let us bo u, and pat ont, 1 


Before him let us fall, 
And Kiko to him with one Accord, 


For he bath made us alt. - 


4 


3 4 
7. He is the Lord, he e TELE 
wall us he doth provide : EL. | 
We are his Flock, he doth 1 Reds; EE 761 
His Sheep, he och us 1 
118.38. 1 nl give Thanks unte the Lind; * 
Becauſe he hath heard N © 6 
And i tecor 10 1 lovingly n de. 
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13. The Lord is my Betener add Strength, 
m_ Joy, my Mirth, my Song ; He 
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He is become for me indeed, 

A Saviour moſt ſtrong. 

28. Thou art my God, I will confeſs, 
And render T banks to thee: 

Thou art my God, and I will Praiſe 
Thy — towards me. 


$5.) 

29. O give ye Thanks unto the Lord ! 
For gracious is he; | 

Becauſe his Mercy doth endure 


For ever towards me. 
XXXII. Amther. 


| . 
PSAL.- O render Thanks unto the Lord, 
26. 6. How great a Cauſe have I! 
My Voice, my Prayer, and my 3 
T hat heard ſo willingly ? . (ftayd 
59. 17. Thou art my Strength, thou haſt me 
O Lord, I ſing to thee: 
Thou art my Fort, my Fence and Aid, 
A loving God to me. Fi | | 
2. 
73. 25. What Au there that 1 can with, 
But Thee, in Heaven above? 
And. in the Earth there is nothing 
Like Thee that I can love. 
36. 9. For why? The Well of Liſe ſo pure, 
Doth ever flow from Thee: | 
And in thy Light we are full ſure 
The laſting Light to fee. 
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( 3 
27. 15. My Heart 1 int, but thatin thee 
This Hope is fixed faſt; 
The Lord God's good Grace ſhall [ ſee 
In Life that ay ſhall laſt. 2 
48. 13. For this God is our God; our God! 
For evermore 1s he: | 
This God of ours, even unto Death 
Our faithful Guide will be, 


( 4.) 
17. 17. When I ke. J ſhall behold” 
In Righteouſneſs thy Face 
And I ſhall be moſt like to thee, 
Even filled with thy Grace. 
16. 11. Full Joys are in thy Preſence, Lord, 
(A tweet and precious Store: 
My God, at thy Right-hand there a are 
Pleaſiues for evermore, in 447488 


10 + 21. Ye Angels which are great in; Power, 
raiſe ye and bleſs the Lord; 
Which td obey and do his Will, hn cr: hal 
Immediately accord. e 541151 

22, Ve all his Works in every Place 
Praiſe ye his Holy Name: 
My Heart, my Mind, and all my Soul, 
For ever praiſe the Aid. : on 21 | 
XXXIII. 4 Hong of Praiſe colleft hom the 
Daxologies iu the Revrlation of Se. n T 
(rc!) 
O Him that lowd us om Himſelf, 
And dyꝰ'd to do us gopd, And 


Rev. 
1. 5, 


* ſy. 


$2 Songs of | Proije 

And waſh'd us from our Scarlet Sins, 
In his own pureſt Blood. 

6. And made us Kings and Prieſts to God, 
His Father infinite; 

To him eternal Glory be, 


And everlaſting 1 


F. 12. The Lamb is woithy that was flain, 
To have all Power and Wealth: 

All Honour, Glory, Wiſdom, Strength, 
Thanks for, his 2 Health. 

13. Thanks, Honour, Power to him 
That on the Throne doth fit 

And to the Lamb for ever, and | 
For ever; 1o be i 


7. 9. Thouſands of T Boufands of the Saints | 


Which ſtand before the King 
With ſhining Robes, and ſpreading Palms, 
Loud Hallelujahs ling. 
10, Aſcribe Salvation to our God 
Who ſits upon the Throne; 1 


And to the Lamb, the . Lamb. ett Ve 


Aſcribe Salvation. 


11. 12. Amen, 1 64 100 Angels ay, 
Salyation is his due; 

And he through all Eternity / 

His Praiſes will renew. 

| Thanks; Glory, Bleſſing, Wiſdom, Might, 

Honour and Power, then 

| r E _ 3; 

For evermore. Amen. Peni⸗ 
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Penicential Cries. 


I. The Ser” 94 poi, 


1 a | 
H Lord, ah Lord ner Have I A0 
What will become of me? 4 


What ſhall I fay, what ſhall I do? 

Or whither ſhall F lee? (wt 
By wand'riog I have loſt myſelf, 

| "And here I make my moan: _ 

O whither, whither have F firay'd ! Ml 
Ah, Lord, what have I done? 

Thy Candle ſedttthich all my Rooms, 
* now I plainly fee; 

The numerous Sins of Earth and Hell- . 
Are ſamracd up in me. 

The Seeds of all the Ills that grow, 
Are in my Garden ſbwn, 

And Multitudes of them are ſprang ' : 

Ab, Lord, what have W 


* 
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I "a 3 Satart's willing Store,” 
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54 Pragtential Cries, 


He was not readier to command, 
Than I was to obey : 

Or, if at times he left my Soul, 
Vet ftill his Work went on ; 

I was a Tempter to my ſelf; 
Ah, Lord, what have 1 done! f 

5 a 

I puft at all the Threats of Heaven, 
And lighted all its Charme: 

Nor Satan's Fetters would I leave 
For Chriſt's inviting - Arms. 

I had a Soul, but priz'd it not; 
And now my Soul is gone. 

My forced Cries do pierce the Skies, 
Ah, Lord, what haye I done ! 

II. The Sinners Remote, - as the 2 2510 Pſalm. 


ORD, thou haſt overcome, 
Tre got my deadly Wound, 
And he that kicks againſt the Pricks, 

Will ſoon, himſelf con found: 

My Sins, thoſe venemous Darts, 
Which Heaven wards 1 did throw, 
Are now my Rack, being driven tack 

By mine Almighty Foe, 
919 
My Sins have found me out, 
And at my Door they 1% 
And there they ſtay both N. ight and Day, 
And there I hear them cry. 
In vain my Friends attempt. 


To cure my Miſeries, War 


In 


- 


Si 
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What they propound to me, is drown'd 


In Sin's loud roaring Cries. 
J. 
In vain are all the Tears 
Of them that ſtand without: 
My Dart's within, it is my Sin, 
They cannot pull it out. 
My Heart is all one Wound, 
My Breath repeateth Sigh; 
My Bread is Tears, my Lite is Fears, 


My Language, Groans and Cries. | 


IV. 

What are Heav'ns Lights to him 

Who in the Dungeon lies? 
Not one thin Ray, or Piece ol Day 

Does chear my clouded Eyes: 
Sin's Match enkindles Hell, 

Sin makes the Damned roar ; 
This I have heard without Regard ; 

But never knew before. c 


itt The S Inner a F 


| L 
"a ! For Mare ſcen the Lord, 


With a drawn Sword he ſtood ; 
Now might he ſheath it in my Fleſh, 


And bathe it in my Blood: 


I've dar'd him with my mighty Sins, 


As if he was too flow ; 


But now he comes both arm'd and irt, 


As an inraged Foe. 


of 
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What ſhall a guilty Sinner ky 


- \ * — 


When Juſtice does 14 
O whither ſhall I flee from him, | 
Whoſe Place is every where; £ Sets 
As I can neither ftand pM fly ; n 5 5 
So neither can I ear "” 
The mighty Hand which gtinds the Rock, g 
And doth FouPaJbiis 1 . . V 
a III. | | 
My pale, my poor, my nembliag Sout 
Does ſtark at every Thing, N . | 
It hourly fears huge Hoſts of Wrath UF 
From this ineenſed King: i 5 
Should he but His Commiſſions grant, Ne 
All Creatures would engage 357 
Againſt me as their common Fo, He 
With an united 1 A He nit. : ( 
: bh ; nie! C: 
I have ſuch Monde in. my Saul, wall] eig ] 
As do portend and tell. 
As Devils here with me have.« dwelt, An 
So I with them muſt d well: 1 
They have my wretched Soul poſſeſs d, | Th 
They hold it in their Chaig sss F 
I fear, left they ſhould drag it down 5. My 
To fuffes; endleſs Fains y 0 1 
My Fears are juſt; 1 ne ways POLE K 
And 'tis m my proper Hire; . 22 7 
But who can dwell, O who can dwell, Is t 
With ererlaſting Fire? FFF 4 
5 e ty The 7 
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Penitential Cries. 57 
IV. The Sipner's Shame and Confuſion, 
IN + FE: 


O fooliſh, ſo abſurd am I, 
That nothing can be more; 
Was ever ſuch a Manſter ſcen 
Upon the Earth before? 
dare not look upon the Earth, 
The Witnels of my Sin; 
My Conſcience is a Doomſday Book: 
I dare not look within, 
II. 
Upwards I durſt not caſt mine Eyes; 
For there my Judge doth fit: 
Nor downwards, whence the Smoak does riſe 
From the internal Fit: 
How ſhall I anſwer at the Bar 
Of him whois moſt pure? 
I cannot anſwer for my ſelf; 
My 1&8 1 can't endure. 
VIII. A. 
And as my ſelf I can't endure, 


My 1ett T cannot fly; 
Thus Fools do fell themſelves for Slaves, 
And what a Slave am I ? 
My Heart the Seat of Folly is, 
My Life a (Late of 8Siñ 
Surely, I am more brutiſſi far, 
Than ever Brute . hath been. 
FAY”: 
Is this my Wit, is this my Way, 
To make a glorious Name? 1 
I E 194 ee 
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Is this the Thanks I've paid to Heaven: 
Ah, what a Beaſt Iam! 
The Crown is fallen from my. Head, 

My royal Robes are gone; 
Confuſion is my only Cloak, 
And I muſt put it on. 

. 
And whilſt I bluſh, and-whilſt I bleed, 
Here will 1 ſit alone; 
And here PI lead the Leper's Life, 
And make my doleſul Moan. 
Jam not worthy of the Earth, 
Nor worthy of the Air, 
Nor worthy of the watery Drop, 
But of the Damned's Fare. 
| VE 
O, hw it kills my Heart to think 
Upon my fooliſh Ways! 
Yet this IL'II bear, and bleſs the Lord; 
Becauſe Damnation ſtays. 


Ll 


V. The Sinner Amazement; as the 25th 
Pſalm, 


188 i 
Read that Sins are Clouds, 
When Vengeance Storms have fell; 
ut this is that J wonder at, 
That I am out of Hell. 
Sure there are thoſe in Hell, 
Who never have deſerv'd 
In Hell to lie, ſo much as I, | 
And yet 1 am preſerv'd. II. 


Penitential Gries. 


II. 
My Sins have proudly ſcorn'd - 


My Sins have boldly dar'd 


The God of Might, x 5 muck Deſpiglit, 


And yet my Soul is ſpar'd. 
The beſt and goodlieſt Things 
Which did this World adorn, 
By Sin are raz'd, and quite defac'd, 


Yet ſtill IL am forborn. 
82 


At our firſt Parents Breach, 
Pale Death came ruſhing in 
The Angels fell from Heav'n to b Hell, 
Preſs'd with the Weight of Sin. 
The Sodomites Cry prevail'd, 
Hell could no longer ſtay ; 
But lo! There came a ſulph/rous Flame, 
And met them . the Way. 


When Corah did cebell, 
Earth would not be his Slave 

To- bear his Weight; but open'd ſtraight, 
And was his willing Grave: 

When J/rael did corrupt 
The Air with murmuring Breath, 

It did rebound and gave a Wound, 

And that was prelent Death. 

V. 

The whole Creation groans, 
Sin's Wrecks the World do fill; 

It empties Rooms to furaiſh Tombs; 
* L am living ſtill: 
; EA 
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60 Penitential Cries. 
On the Lord's Hand I Iive, 


And cannot but admire _ 
He does not ſhake ſo vile a Snake 
Into Eternal Fire. 
V.. 
That Miracles are ceas'd, 
Some conhdently, tell; 
But I do know, it is not 'fo 
Whilſt I am wat of 'Hell. 


VI. The Gune ros Hoe. 


J. 
No knous but ſuch an one as L, 
May Grace and Mercy find ? 
I hear, the God of -1/razl 
Is merciful and kind: | 
Had he been pleas'd to torture me 
With everlaſting Bands, 
He might have done it long ago, 
Who had me in his Hands. 
MK: 
I do not hear the Trampet ſound 
To call me to his Bar; 
The Proofs and Patterns of his'Grace 
Forbid me to defpair. 
Deſpair is ſuch a Sin of Sins 
it cannot be forgiy'n; 
W hilft other Sins Hell's Ways do pave, D 
This bars the Gates of Heay'n, __ 
=; 8 Ma | 
Ceaſe then thy Murmuring „O. my Soul, f 
And ſilently attend To 
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To th' ſounding Bowels of a Chriſt, 
Who is the Sinner's Friend: 
He does not ſay, Depart from me 

Into Eternal Fire 
But, Come into my open Breaſt 


Where weary San ee 
1 | 


The trembling Wretch who touch'd his Hem, 
But fear'd an heavy Doom, 
Receiv'd a Cure, and Bleſſing too, 
And went rejoycing home : 
The Prodigal deſerv'd and far'd 
"Morſe than the Swine he fed; 
But found a mirthful Feaſt at home, 
Who only look'd "os Bread. 


Heav'n look'd upon the Publican, 
Who was bow'd down to Shame ; : 
Mercy he call'd, which ſoon appear'd, 
And anſwer'd to its Name. - 
My Sins are mighty Sins indeed, 
But I have underftood, 
Great Sins are Foils which do inhance 
The Price of farm, 1 


My Soul has many ghaftly Wounds, 
Yet will not I deſpair, 

Whilft there is Balm in Gilead, 
And a Phyſician there : 

That I might march to Canaar's Land, 
The Silver Trumpet ſounds;  * 

My Day ſtill ſhines, my Tent i is fix d 


Mithin Salyation's Bounds. 


62 Penitential Cries. 
VII. 
The Door is ſhut, but is not barr'd ; 
And he that is within, 
Does bid me ask, and ſeek, and knock, 
And ftrive to enter _ 
tee then Vil ask, and ſeek, and * 
Until the Door be ope; 
Nor will I ſtir a Foot from hence; 
It is a Door of Hope. 1 
VII. The Sinner's Confeſfion. ©» 
HO, who can number all the Stars, 
Number the Sands upon the Shore ! 
Then may'| thou count the numerous Hoſts | 
That throng my Way to Mercy's Door. 


Manaſſe's Sins were white to mine, 
Mine bear the deepeſt Crimſon Dye; 
Sure never any ſo provok'd 
80 lweet, 10 Kind a God, as I. 


How is it, Lord, thou doſt ſo long 
Such Guiltinets as this forbear, 


When almoſt every Thought's a Sin ? 
My very Breath pollutes the Air. 


Sinners may for a Time rejoice, 

Till threatned Storms of Wrath ariſes, 
But challeng'd Juſtice will awake 

Its Sword, and then the Sinner dies. 


What Fools are they that entertain 
W ithlScorm the Sounds of Golpel-Grace : ? 


HM 
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Sorrow and Sin walk in a Chain, 
Although they keep not equal Pace. 


Approaching Sin is deckt with Charms, 
And ſmiles in Promiſes of Gain; 

No ſooner paſt, our Joys are loſt, 
All ſuch Delights ſhut up in Pain. 


VIII. Another. 
| oh 
H O, who can number all the Stars, 
Or Sands upon the Shore ! * 
Thy Sins, thy Sins are Multitudes, 
My Soul, thy Sins are more. 
Alas! I cannot bear the Sight, 
They do like Clouds ariſe; 
The Sword of Juſtice will awake ; 
For they have reach'd the Skies. 
| II. 
Moſt ſtubbornly. I have rebell'd, 
And broke thy Law, O God! 
How juſt is it that ſuch a Wretch 
Should feel thy flaming Rod ? 
T bleed, to think, how I did flight 
Thy -Meſlage from above: 
How I deſpis d thy Blood, O Chriſt, 
And thy redeeming Love! 
III. 
How oft I did repeat my Sin, 
And ran upon the Score 
Tho' Conſcience loudly did diſſuade, 
And bide me ſin no more 
| E 4 


64 Penitential Cries. 


How is it, Lord, thou doſt ſo long W 
This wretched Soul fotbear, - 
When almoſt. every Thought's a Sin? Tl 
My Breath pollutes thy Air. 
IV. W 
Manaſſe s Sins were white to mine, 
Mine bear a Crimſon” Dye 
Sure never any ſo 8 M 
The Lord of Hoſts as I. 
Ah, how much viler than the Earth, Ye 
By Sin am I become: 
A diver of polluted Birth, He 
A Sinner in the Womb. 
Wy | Ca 


Lord, whither, whither muſt I range 
To count up my Tranſgreſſions | 
Give my thy Pardon i in Exchange; O. 
Accept of my Conſeſſions. 


IX. The Sinner Retreat. * 

J. | III 

Arewell, vain World, I bid adieu, | 
That canſt not fill, but-cloy ; 1 Ar 


hy Throne, O God, does fend forth new 
wy 5 more refined Joy: 

Mere Vanity does Man purſue 
With Eagerneſs and Heat; 

The brayeſt Things the World can ſhew, 
Are all a perfect Cheat. | 
. 

Who gain the Riches of the Eurth, 

Gain but a finer Drofs, 5 Who 


Penitrutial Cries. 

Who gains a World and loſe a pars pa 
Suſtzins the greateſt Loſs: TSF 
The Blaſt of Honour ſounds aloud, 121 
Yet that's but empty Air, 2 
Which quickly paſſes thto' the Clouds, 


And does no more appear. 
III. 


My Soul, then s nothing here that can 
Truc Bleſſedneſs afford ; 
Ye painted Shadows, ger you gong. | 
Ye hold me from my Lord; 
He's bleſs'd indeed, that ivyerh God, 
Whole andefiled Mind 
Can ſcorn ſuch mean, ignoble Joys, 
He better Joys ſhall md. 115 
| IW. 1 5] 
O, happy they WhO only love N e 8 f 
Their God, and him adaiire; Kube 
That I may raite thoſe Joys that laft, 
I'll from the World retire: e 
III make it my Ambition now 
To be belov'd of Gd. 
And under his delightſul Shade 
Will ſettle mine Abode. 


X. The Sinner s Reſolves. 104A N 
I. a 3 9 tort 2 
HIS empty World has, S0 too 00 
Deceived me with Lyes; 
I am reſolved to be gone; 
Deluded Soul, ariſe. | 
- Go 
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Go fly to Chriſt without Delay, 
Engage him for thy Friend ; 
Such Men are bleſſed in their Way, 
And bleſſed in their End. 
l 3 
What have I more to do with Sin? 
Ye flattering Sweets, begone; 
The Time and Place 'twas acted in 
Are ſad to think upon. 
My vain Companions III forſake, 
Them from their Ways withdraw ; 
III read a Lecture that ſhall'make 
Thoſe frozen Hearts to thaw. 
| III. 
My Sins will I no more repeat, 
Nor finiſh that begun; 
My Summons to the Judgment-Seat 
May come before it's done : 
I will not with my Finger once 
Touch my beloved Sin; _ 
Who knows its Latter-End ? You know 
But where it did begin. 
IV. 
The Snares of Satan lie ſo low, 
And are ſo ſmoothly plac'd, 
PI foftly tread where-c'er I go, 
And never act in haſte: 
The: Word and Spirit Vll obey, 
And think if God ſay ſo 
It is enough; Pl never ſtay 
To ſee what others do. 


* 


fl 


1 
* 
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V. 
I'll dedicate myſelf to God, 
And his alone will be; 
I triumph I am in the Road 
To true Felicity. 
Lord, all is ſpread before thy Face 
My Soul reſolves upon; 
My Soul commits it to thy Grace, 
O leave it not alone 3 


XI. 7he Sinner's Cry for Pardon, t 
o J. Mn 
Y God he 1s the God of Grace: n 
M Who Pardons has in ſtore; 
hole boundleſs Treaſuires have enrich'd 
Whom Sins has firſt made poor. 
Tis Mercy's Glory to forgive. 
And not in Wrath deſtroy ; 
This adds freſh Comfort to the Saints, 
New Triumphs nn Wort 
II. n 
This will encourage Souls to feek ©! (''? + 
To the Redeemer's Faces 
When the Manafſehs of our Day, - 
And Magdalen, find Grac‚·e 
My Sins are Mountains; tho“ they be, 
Theſe Mountains cannot ſtand; 
What are tnoſe Mountains to my Chriſt? 
They fly at thy Command. 
III. 6 
Tho they are high and numberleſs, + 
Im m in 1 Salyation's Road; They 


— 
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They cannot poſe the Blood of Chriſt, 
Which is the Blood of Gd. 

Where Sin abounds, his Records ſay 
Grace has abounded more; 

This has, and ſhall be ſtill my Plea, 
Whilſt thou haſt Grace in 40 


XII. Another. 


I. 
G God, thou art a God of Grace, 
Who Pardons hath in ſtore; 
not turn away thy Face 
From me,  tho' I am 
I do deſerve the hotteſt Plagues . | 
Of an incenſed God; 
To drink the Vials of his Wrath, 
To feel the Damned's Rod. 
IL. 
But turn away thy Wrath from me 
Now turning at thy Call; 
O why ſhouldit thou 5 thy ſelf 
In thy poor Creature's Fall ? 
I might be caſt into thy Jail, 
There lie for /evermore.; . 
But, Lord, thy Patience did give Bail, 
Thy Chriſt did Pay. the Score. 
III. 
Mercy, good 22 Mercy 1 ak, 
This is the total Sum: 
For Mercy, Lord, is all my Suit, 
5 let thy Mercy Mme, 
VeH : ; 4 Lor d, 


h 
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Lord, if thou wilt my Sins forgive, 


Wilt not in Wrath deſtroy, 
'Twill add new Comforts to thy £70: 6 


Freſh Triumphs to 1 Joy. 


This will encourage Sitinets,” 60, 
To turn and ſeek thy Face, 2 
When they ſhall hear the worſt of them 
Has now obtain'd thy Grace: 
My Sins are Moudtains, tho” they be, 
Theſe Mountains cannot ſtand; 
What are thoſe Mountains to my ' Chriſt ? 
They fly at thy Command. 
V. 
My Sins indeed are numberleſs ; 
Are not thy Mercies fo? 
This did thy aden d Ones profeſs, 
They bade me to thee go. | 
Tho? they be humerous and great, 
I'm in Salvation's Road; 
They cannot ker the Blood of Chriſt, "i 


Which is , 1 God. ap : 


171 9 
Where Sin abounds, Mr Word does ay, , 
Grace has abounded A OS 
This is, and ſhall be fill my Plea, E 
Whilſt thou haſt Grate in Rere; 
Mercy, good Lord, Mete) Lack, aer WP 
This is the total SuthY* © IG © 
For Mercy, Lord, is all my Suit; 
Lord, terthy*Metey 3 e 
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XIII. The Sinner , Addreſs to Chriſt. 
J. 


ere lies a Sin III drop a Tear; 
But Views of ſaving Blood 
Can only calm the Tempeſt here, 
And do my Conſcience good : 
Tis thou alone, my Lord, can'ſt giy 
This aking Heart Relief; 
Chriſt's gentle Voice would make it live, 
His Hand wipe off 1 Grief. 
3 
Thoſe falſely call'd the eren of So, 
Are bitter unto me; 
I loath the State that I am in, 
And long to come to Thee: 
But Oh! Wilt thou receive him now, 
That's coming to thy Door? 
For I can bring no DoW Ty, Lord, 
I come extremely poor. 
. 
What if my Tears could make a Flood ! 
My Righteoulneſs is Droſs ; 
Theſe Tears need waſhing i in thy Blood, 
Tho” wept upon thy Croſs. 
I have an Argument to plead, 
Which thou canſt not deny; 
Thy Grace. is free, and thou Joſt give 
To Sinners ſuch as Nt 
1 
Thou doſt invite al wand'ring Souls, 


And I am one of thoſe; Wich 


. 
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With thee the Sick do find a Cure, 
The Weary find Repole: 
The World and Sin will ever vex, 
Will trouble and moleſt; 
But I will truſt my Soul with Chriſt, | 
To bring to Heaven's Reſt, © 
XIV. The Sinner Waun 
1. f 
Hilſt others coſtly Offerings bring 
Unto my Lord moſt dear, 
To him a Song of Praiſe Vil ſing, 
And ſacrifice a Tear: 
This is my choiceſt Gift, I have 
No better to impart; 
When thou receivedſt me firſt, then I 
Did offer oP mine Heart. 
II. 
I am the Prodigal return'd, 
And met upon a- Plain, 
And Thou the loving Father, who 
Invit'ſt me home again: 
Thou didſt invite and bring me home, 
My Study now ſhall be, 
To farniſh and prepare a Room, 
Where Chriſt may dwell with me. 
III. 
O cleanſe my Soul, and 1 it white, 
Adora it with thy Grace: 
To dwell with me do thou delight, 
And never hide thy Face: 
Who can but love ſo dear a Lord! 
Il make a daily Feaſt; 


=_ Penitential Gries. 

The daily Exercile of Grage 
Shall entertain y ES: 

I love thee, Lord; and thou doſt know, 
How Lade thy, Name; 

Surely, my God, I would do 19, 
Would wear a loving Frame: 

With Thankfulneſs I will record 
Thy Kindneſs all my Days, 

PH live upon, and to the Lord, 

And breathe a conſtant Praiſe. 


XV. The Sijnner's Admiration of Divine Mercy ; 
as the 148 Plalm. 
: 1. | 
HAT Line can fathom, Lord, 
Thy rich and wondrous Grace ? 
| Your praiſing Songs record, | 
Ye Saints, in every Place. 
Blels God, my Soul, 
Even unto Death, 
And Write a Song 
For every Breath. 
| II. 
Hell was my proper Hie, 
Who long was Satan's Aave, 
Fit Fueb ſor the Eire; = 
But God delights to ſa ye. 
Bleſs :Ggd, Mm y Saul, 1 (hal 
Even unto Mead, & 
And write a Seng 130 8 Oc 
2d For 898 Break ile 
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III. | 
Vile Prodigals may not 
Acceptance with thee fear; 
No Sigh was e'er forgot, 
God bottles every Tear. 
Bleſs God, my Soul, 
Even unto Death, 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. 
IV. 
My Sins are very high, 
I ſinking into Hell, 
Free Mercy then drew nigh 
And caught me as I fell. 
Bleſs God, my Soul, 
Even unto Death, 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. 
V. 
Cherubs cannot expreſs ; 
Such Love, which ne'er decays ; 
What can my Soul do leſs, 
Than love him all my Days. 
Bleſs God, my Soul, 
Even uato Death, 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. 
XVI The Sul g Thirſt. 
I. 
Bleſs my God for giving Grace, 
Whole Bounty ＋ augment my Store, 
14 


* 
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And as my Grace does thus adyance, | 
So, Lord, thy Praiſes ſhall be more. 
—_ a 
But ſurely Hearts are harren Soil, | 
Mere Nature can bear nothing good; . 
But I ſhall grow ; the Holy Ghoſt | 
Waters me with a ſacred Flood. 
II. l 
Be thou to me as thou haſt been 
Unto thy choſen 1/rael, 
A Dew to keep my Branches green, 
A Sun to make = Bloflom ſmell. 
| V. 
He who eſteems a trifling Joy 
Above the- 1 of thy Face, 
Prefers a Dunghil to a Throne, 
And faileth in his heavenly Race. 
| 7 
But Heaven- born Souls are thirſty ſtill, E 
And eager Saints thro' Haſte complain; 
Yet they that dwell on Sion's Hill, R 
Shall ne'er be parch'd thro' want of Rain, 
XVII. For Spiritual Protection. N 
I. 
1 


- =. #5 zi. — 


Urrounding Hoſts of Enemies 
Are watching to break in; 
And Satan in his Ambuſh Les, - 
T'enſnare my Soul in Sin: 

But God ſets his protecting Guard 
Arxound his Children all, | 
Who Light and Safety have from him, 
As from a _ Wall, II. „ 
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9 
This Satan er with envious Eyes, 
And ſhakes at me his Chain; 
This, when the Soul diſcerns, tis free 
From all diſtruſtful Pain: 
The World puts on its daunting Frown, 
And thinks to make me fly : . 
But no Temptations. caſt me down, 


Whilſt Thou, my Rock, art nigh. 
III. 


But when my God withdraws his Hand, 
I ſtumble at a Pin; 

My Reſolutions and my Vows, 
Surrender and give in. 
Help, Lord ! That Frame ſet up within, 

Which thine own Hand did raiſe, 
Shall elſe' be broken up by Sin, 
And thou wilt loſe The Praiſe. 


Even as thy Care, thy Hand is large, 
And fills each empty Space': 

Remember that I am: thy Charge; 
This Day conſult my Caſe: - 

My Soul and Frame Iwill commit 
To thee, O Holy Ghoſt ! 

Thou art my Guardian; and I truſt, 
Thy Work ſhall not be loſt. 


XVIII. Lane wm Loſs of fir # Love. 


That my Soul — now as fair 

As it hath ſometimes been, 
Devoid of that diſtracting Care 
Without, and Guilt nora OF, 


* ES There 


76 Penitential Cries. 
There was a Time when T could tread 
No Circle but of Love; ; 
That joyous Morning' now is fled, 
How heavily move! 
e 
Unhappy Soul, that thou ſould'ſt Gier 
Thy Saviour to departr, 
When he was pleaſed wi th ſo coarſe 
A Lodging in thy Heart! 
How fiweerly I enjoy'd my God! 
With how divine a Frame! 
I thought, on every Plant I trod, 
| read my Saviour's N 3 
11 
I liv'd, Tlov'd, I talk'd with thee, 
So fix ectly we agreed, 
And thou no Stranger aſt to me 
Till I became a Weed; 
The Tempter robb'd me, and I wut 
fear be ever poor; 
May this ſuffice, to roll. i th Duſt. 
Before thy Temple Door. 
. 
My deateſt Lord, my Heart flanies not 
With Love, that lacred, Fire; 
But ſince my Love has wore that Plot, 
Repentance runs the higher. 
O might thoſe Days return again, ; 
How welcome they mund del: N 
Shall my Petition be in Vain 
Since Grace is ever free? HORNY 
918114 3h be V. 
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Penitential Cries. 
v. 
Lord of my Soul, return, return, 
To chaſe away "this N ight ; p- 
Let not thine Anger ever burn; 
God once was my Delight. 


XIX. The Conflic. 


| 1 
H me! my Heart's the Seat of War, 
Two Armies there appear, 
Satan has drawn his Forces up; 
My God, my, Strength, draw near. 
The Fleſh ard Spirit contend: 
For this weak Soul of mine; 
Two Worlds in Competition ſtand ; 
Lord, ſave me, I am thine. - 
II. 
The Soul upon the Wing of Faith 
Strews Triumphs in its Way; 
But ſtraight a guilty Thought breaks i in, 
And mingles Night with Day. | 
III. 
My Evidences ſhould be clear; 
t Ah! The Blots of Sin 
Tum. chearing Hopes to ſadning Fear, 
And make black Doubts within: 
The Laws of Sin and Grace will j Jar, 
Both dwelling in one Room; 
The Saints e perpetual War, 


Till they . ſent for home. 


rr 


nnn, 


—_ - - <a £% Y 4 * 
9 — wal 1 a = = ff « =_ q 9 0 E 1 
* N 2 | 2 8 = \ = ; L d Was + = 
h Y "7 £ - : = = 2 
FE by 4? a Tl 2 bs 9 . 4 " J * if 0 * \ Ts, 
3 of ah —_— x. } nl p . k wy ad = 3 nd — 1 T's W 
ST „ voy = - | * 1 1 = 3% 58 4 * * 
7 - ROT __ _ y af 8 2 1 fn, oy 
- . TAY 
* 


| 78 Penitential Cries. 
9 Ib 
Altho' theſe combats make you ſear, | 
They ihould not caſt you down; Þ _ Ne 
God will give Grace to hold put here, 
And Glory tor its Crown. Br 
RX, The Backlider's Return. 
I. Th 
H O' J am fallen from my, God, du. 


I'll venture to draw nigh, | 

His Word aſſures me he would not . 

Have any Sinner die: ; 
Sinners may hope to {ce God's Pate.” 

Tho' fallen ne'er o low, 5A 
If they go to the Throne of. et 

And weeping as they go. 

1 


Who ſhames himſelf before him Aae | 


His Sin ſhall be forgot; 64 0 
If Sinners bluſh when chey confeſs, 8 5 
Their Saviour hides their 5 0 7 
Ab, Lord! I am aſham'd to come, Re 
Aſham'd with thee to meet; mabiy 
I dare not look, but;down NY | ner” As 
At wy, moſt bleſſed, Feet, 1 ; 5 Na a W 
JI eee 
Did ever any thus ae Way . = 
Thus baſely wrong thy cos, N 
Sure, 'm more vile than. any. „ Th 


Of lapſed adan's;Race,, 
Here comes a Prodigal; Lo! 055 hear, 
And anſwer at . Call, 


enn a tx — 12 1 LS 
W 1 "hy a n 1 . "A FS 8 
* 1 PI 8 r - * . 5 1 
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Penitential Cries. 79 


beg, for Jeſus' Sake that thœu 
Remember not my Fall. 
IV. 
Nothing I plead on my behalf, 
But yet thou knoweſt well, 
Bright Saints in Heav'n were once black Brands 
Snatch'd from a burning Hell. 
The Blood of Bulls thou askeſt not; 
A penitential Groan 
Shall be accepted ; this I bring, 
And offer at thy Throne. 
XXI. The Sinners Morning-Prayer ; as the 
ooh Plalm. | 
I. 
10d, who once more unſeal'd mine Eyes, 
Shall have my choiceſt Sacrifice; 
My higheſt Thanks I humbly pay, 
For Mercics running Night and Day. 
T 


O Lord, thy Pardon I implore, 

And Grace that I offend no more; 

O let thy Goodneſs never ceale, 

Renew thy Covenant of Peace. 

5 III. 

As thou reneweſt ſtill my Days, 

With new Endearments crown my Ways; 

Father, with me this Day abide. 

Be thou my Leader and my Guide. 
IV. 1 

That I may plainly ſee and know 


The very Path where I ſhou}d go, 
ge And 


80 Penitential Cries. 
And may at Night rejoicing ſay, 


My God was kind to me this Day. G 
V. A 
Thoſe Graces that I want, ſupply, BY 
And keep me with a tender Eye; T 
Tat my Corruptions more and more 
Loſe of the Ground they had before. B. 
VI. * 
By Faith, dear Saviour, I would live, A 
And like the fruitful Lily thrive : Fi 
The fruitful Chriſtian honours God, 
And ſhews his Paſtures to be good. Ei 
* M 
ive me thy Claim to Heaven clear, Pr 
Thy conſtant Grace to perſevere; B 
Whilft here on Earth, be thou my Guard, 
And at the laſt my great Reward. Ke 
XXII, The Sinner's Evening Prayer; as the - 
100th Pſalm. ＋T. 
. a 


Lord, behold a wretched One, 
That Aings himſelf before thy e 
By Practice ſinful, and by Birth, 
Lord, viler, viler than the Earth! 


II. 
O let thy Chriſt, my Jeſus be, 
To fave irom Sin and Miſery ! - If 
_ Myg>oul beneath thy Feet L lay, 
Intreating Pardon Jo this is Pay. 1 1 Tt 
| | III. 


Penitential Cries. 
III. 


God made this World and brought me in, 


And I brought mine, my World of Sin. 
Behold thoſe Sins, not as a Spy 


To mark, or as a Judge to ry; þ 
TV. 


But as Phyſician to the Poor, 
Who brings a Balfam for the Sore. 
Abſolve, renew me, by thy Grace, 
Fit me for Death which comes apace. 
V. £ 

Encircle me within thine Arm, 

My Body to defend from Harm; 
Preſerve my wandring Soul from Sin, 


Both going out, and coming in. 


Keep far from me a carelefs Heart, 
From which my Saviour would depart ; 


O bleſs and proſper all my Ways, 
That they may Mae in thy Praiſe. 


XXIII. 4 Cry for Nu of Talents. 


Am a Tree that G60 hath ſet, 
Which he expects thould grow ; 
We muſt allow that Hand to reap, 

Which was at Coſt to ſo w-. 
op] i via 1 
If thou expecteſt from my Flocke, 
Or from my Tillage Bread, 
Then help me to improve my Stock, 
Let not my Grace lie dead. © 


81 


82 Penitential Cries. 
III. 
Thoſe Talents that the Maſters lend, 
The Servants muſt improve; 
Thine Aid, O my great Maſter, ſend, 
To help me — above: 
Since thou didſt buy me when a Slave, 
Shall I not now be true? 
III uſe the Power that I have, 
Dear Saints, for God and you. 
692-4 . "FRM 
With Riches give a liberal Heart, 
That fo I may reſtore, 
And freely pay the Tythes unto 
Thy Deputies the Poor : 
That —— thou doſt ſhine on me, 
Shall honour thee always; 
My leſſer Talents join to pay 
Their Tribute to * Praiſe. 


Whatcer is mine, it 01 was ; thine, 
And thine ſhall ever be; 

All my Enjoyments ſhall combine 
To praiſe and honour thee : 


My Parts, my Time, my every Thing, | 


= wholly. thine, I own; , - 
Accept the Muſick from each String 
| Preſented at thy. Throne. 
XXIV. ACH * the Sacrament. 


Bl 


day the Lord 90 Hoſts invites 77 
Unto a coſtly Feaſt; ; 


Penitential Cries. 83 
O, what a Privilege i G this, . EE 


To be my Saviour Ons? 's jo 
All they that ſit 360 1 W ub him muſt 
Be decked with 5 ace; 
He ſmiles on ſuch Come unicants, . 
And they behold 111. ace. 91 5 Fg 
WO PL IEATON 
But who, hp what am 1? O Lord! A 
Unholy and unmeet 
To 11 3 thy Doors, „„ 
thy Ditciple m—_” % 1 I 
Iv. 1 
Come, Holy Spirit, come, and take 
My filthy Garments hence; 
The Guilt, the Stain, the Love of Sin, 
Will give my Lord Offence. 1 
V. 


1 * 
— 


leere 


8 not my Sins, O Lord, 
Which ever load my Mind; 
Thy Son did die for ſuch as 1, „ 
| That I might * find. „ 
V l 20 * 
Worldly Diſtra tons = behi uh, oy: 
Below the Mount abide ; "I Ye 
Be no Diſturbance to my Ming, | 
Nor make my Savigur chide. 
VII. 
Let flothi ing that is not divide, ** 
Within thy Prefence move; 
te er ou calc thee not to 1 


Th Tokens of thy Love. — 281670 


4 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| Upon my Soul, to ſummon forth 


Cane. cone, attend. this e King, 


W \ 
| ® Y Lord, my God, I 1955 5 N. wg, 
—_ But now I fea B 

, 1 


84 n Cries. 


Whilft thou doſt at,'thy Min Table 3 
Send out thy Spin to breathe 


My Graces from 2 2550 


Awake Repentance, aith, and r 
Awake, O every far; TY a b. k. 


And bow before his Face 5 x 


bk we £ * 


. | 
O come, my Lord, the The avs nien 1 


That I am to receive, 
Stand with my Pardon ſcaled by, 
Perſuade me to by eve. it 2 


Let not my Jeſus no e ſtran 
Nor hide pimaſelf f rom me; 

O cauſe thy Face to ſnhine upon 
The Soul that WAY $ for Thee, 


8 * 


3 Meh 


O let our Entertainm t now pag} qa 
Be ſo excceding r 8 8 


That we may long to come again 
And at thy' # abs e bes ” 


XXV. Under Deſordin. © U ' 


„ 


111 


. 


ſear to ſa 
God; Ionly c 
786 fre L mut Figs 2 Big, 48% 
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Penitential Cries. #5 
I've forfeited that bleſſed Gueſt, 4 

That Joy that ſometimes mene 
Within this, dark, unhallow'd Breaſt; 3 


125 


O whither Auen 3 
1 l ©5 of 
In infinite Compaſſion, Lord, 
To my Complaint give ear; 
. Troops of wo: poten bear as down 
O when, wilt tho appear 
| Re enicmber, 'Lofd, \ whit am king; 
Tho Under Parkneſs n 
Tho under Darkneſs, ſtilf thy Chila, 
My Heart is ſtill thy! n 


My King, thou delt polls thar Throne, q 
Thou ol that Scepter WAF; 22 

Tis thine ftill, Lord, tis thine done, 
I hate the Sinners Way: 

Lord, when thou ſeeſt'me come to pray, 
Bow down a gracious! — 

To anſwer; if my Lord delay, 

One dak ſome aps 2 Year, 4 


To ſhine. upon a * 5 vile 
Would nia gnity ty Grace; 
I long for nothin "bur. 4 Stile 1 
EronL-ny dear Saviour” Face; og 
At 0 RAE Tod bees” © Di! 
07 cauſe thee to Withdraw ;; 
Thy former owns la e made mie" wiſe; 
140 Tear, 4 xd ai im awe. 


6 Penitential C Gries 


Vs; 
My reſtleſs Soul 1 will ned er give 0 5 
Until thy: Bowels ,moye : X uy 
I'll not be ven from eee 411 


18 


Till thou ſhalt ſay, 1 love. ict © 
XXVI. For the - Subceſ3* of the 93 the 
1001 Faim- 


* 8 5 £4 
CIT; OG 4103 7160 


Hen, RY 50 Fe at þ raiſe 
Harmonious Concerts to' thy 122 ? 

The Joys of this united Choir 

Will tune our Ee iche. 


Broken with Grieß, thy 1 
To God from Salem's broken Wall; . 
Alas! the Deus of Grace 1 * 
So thin on Fainity . Ke fu Z : 
Thy Saints com plain chat the FO 
ee Converts 215 tha of ng Jn — 
Owning that Facoþ's: Tanks we are fair, Fe = uk 
Own Piſgab for | ape _ 


Our Watchmen, 155 joice f art, -*q 
Smile in a Gene Lf 55 1 Mir! * 

O may thy. be come, 

And Souls >, as, Hſin 27 No 98 


fed. 91 „9 


r: 


Now Sor's. Poor 
Hee z0d fupplics her! "Bu 


by ty — — 


Penitential Cries. 87 
Then let the Saints disband all Strife, 
Run Arm i in Arm the Path of Life. 


XXVII. For oft Heart. "A 


. 2 
: HAT l is harder: chan « Stone 
An 


That riſes up to play, 


ne er with Sorrow thinks upon ; 


The Sins of Yeſterday; 
The laſt Night's Pailures well might Fay 
If they were duly icann'd, 
Each Rock, each Sinner's Heart to abe; 1 
For Saints are daily tann cu. 
II. 


Ah, Lord ! Thou ſeeſt my "RE Heart, t 


How Little, Little Love; 3 27 
I owe thee All,” ſcarce pay thee Part; 

Drop Soſtneſs from above. 5 
If thou withhold a little Space, 

Withhold not very long; 


Send down the melting Dews of _— 


II tend thee up a Song. | . 
Sz 'S I 259 A 
Make my Heart ſofter, ſoker tilt, 
Me like thy mourning Dove; 
I mourn, becauſe I cannot mourn; 
But, Lord, thou know'ſt I love: 
Make my Heart ſofter, ſoſter ſtill, 
That by thy gracious Hand 
A deep Impreſſion may be made, 
+ from the leaſt — aaa 
XXVII. 


* 
A —— . 2•—ůꝗè - 


—— 


98 PVietitential Cries. | 
rie Au d Va 
Soul that's da with the Weight 
Of Sin that on him lies, 
Mutt go to Golgotha, then ask, 
Fer Shom that Savigur. dies? 
Surely, for Sinnets, ach as I, e 
That precious Hlosd was ſpilt 
Come, poor defiled Souls, O come, 
And walhralvay your Guilt. 


II. 
When Jeſus calls, 


ſhall Sinners. fear? 9 


Tho' thou was Satan's Slave, _ 
The Saviour's Voice ſhall ever chear, 


Whoſe: Errand was to ſa ve Ih 
He once appear'd-to Hagdakn, by 
When hliaded with her: Tears, . Let 
To lead on others to believe, 2 B01 . 
And caſt away their Fears. 


| II. 
My Sins afe grown ſo high, that they 
| — ſecond Flood; 
Behold the Deluge! Chriſt i is come 
Io drown — in his Blood. 
My Work is to believe on him, 
By Faith his Blood apply; 
When Faith takes out tlie 42 Sting, 
The Sinner haſh: not die. 
| A 1 
Lord, Satan · lays, my Sins are 8 
And 5 ie chy Face; oboe 
1 i Vaſt 


Penitential Chios. 89 
Vaſt Heights indeed; hut what are e 
Unto the Heights of Grace . 


w + © For e al ht, ko] 


- 9121) RN. 3: 

ORD, thou baft: hana me'a/ vine; | 
In fertile; 9011 and Air; n ol oe 
Now tend and Water me ag thine, 402 

Make me thy daily Care: 
My Chriſt, Ym wholly thine, ined 

My watid'ri ring in the Dark: : 1 
O may my conſtant Airas be ſt 151 

Thine Meer my Mark. 5421356} 4 

II. lem ee v3 
I have obſerv d thy facred Laws 3 
öde ecceding wide 
Let me not from the leaſt of them, 
5 Luna wiktully alfded ! 992 E +3 CE 6 
Lord, let thy Wordcand) Spirit gu de“ Fe, 
Thy Schradtimnthy Way 5 m0.:12% 
May I walk clofely! with my Bod, | 


4. 


And run no more altray. 8 
! III. AK Ti "ul * * IT a 
Shall G mon bear thy Croſs alone, 


And other Saints be tice? | boſe in <1 712 01 
Each Saint of thine ſhall find aper 
And there is one ſor nme 
Whene'er it falls utito any: Lee, . ] V 
Let it not drive me , 0 417 4 1h 5! 
My God, let me-n&erbeforgdt: Nitto Av 
_ Hill thou haſt lov'd me home. 
be IV. 


90 | Peniyantiel Cries. 
; IV. 42217 71 * ; 
O happy Chriſtians, Be not loth rhe 
To haye a coarſer Fare; 
Saints that have had no Table-cloth 
Had Chriſt at Dinner there; 


To do or ſuffer I am pleas d 
So long as Chriſt ſtands © 1 al ET 


Support me with thy conſtant __ (7 
Left all _ Gracd die 5 var Or „f 
V. . 540 5 
Thy Way i is to:the Upri eStre n 
Lord, make it ſo to rights aan, 
That never tiring with tlie — ait 
My Soul may reach to T hee: ; g 


XXX. be Gunner 's Cr ry for lee Hare | 


; YO: 

2 E Spouſe ſought br beloved one, | 
But fought; him om her Bed 7 

Seldom ſuch Scekers ſpeed with God; 

Cold ** are counted dead. =: Pal 


E 
Th Saints en Oy a lively'F rame, 
_ — to God; Nd 


Their Heav'nly Praiſes ſne the ſame 
Whilſt Pm. liſeleſs Clol. 
Ah, Lord, ſhall it be ever thus? 
Have I no Wings for Thee 7/7 
It grieves me to go bowed don, 8 Ji. 19.1 
* ne ge: x +21- 4 Os) I. 
acorn 21 * of Jn bon 1 ll. 
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Penitential Cries: ot 

| | III. 

None can remedy this, but thou N 
Drop down the Oil of D 

My Soul then like Aminadab, 
With ſwift Delight ſhall move: 

o come to me with quick'ning Su, 
Remove this drowſy Frame; 

Then ſhall the Fire of Love within 
Break out into 4 Flamamae. 

IV. a 

Come, come to me, O come, and ſet 
My Soul upon the Wing; | 

When 1 upon the Mountain get; 
Fil praiſe my Heav'nly King: 

No more Delays, 0 _ _ blow, 

| Stir up thy Grace beg 

When bu d. ou doſt Breathe] pp Spices _ FL 


The Work goes kindly on. 3 


XXXI. For Communion: with God, 
I. 
Las, my Gol, that we ſhould be 
Such Strangers to each other! 
O that as Friends we might agree, 
And walk, and talk together! 
Thou know, my Soul does dearly lore | 
The Place of thine Abode; | 
No Muſick drops fo ſweet a Sound, 
As theſe two W „„ PONY 
J. 4 t a 
[ long not fof the Fruit that grows | 


Within thels.Gardens here ; * | 
G 2 an * 


4x 
1 7 
3 « , * 
: * * : 
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92 Dane Cries,” 


I find no Sweetnels i in their Roſe. 
When Jeſus bs not rr: TI 
Thy gracious Preſence, O my chin, 
Can make a Paradiſe; _ 
Ah, what are All the got! y Pearls 


> Unto this Pearl of 1 <A ab 0 185 Cc 
May I taſte that Commuriion, L:otd,. op | 1 


Thy People have with thee? 
Thy Spirit daily talks with them, 

8 let it talk with me?: 1002 
Like Enoch, let me walk with God, 

And thus walk out my Day, ß 
Attended with the Heav'n Guru, | 

Upon the King's — Xt 
When wilt thou come . . n. 

O come, my Lord, moſt dear; 426 . | 


Come neat, come neaxer, neater Rill 5/ / 1b 
| l'm well when thou art near. He 
When wilt thou; come-unto. me, Lord? $7 -, So 
I languiſg for thy Sight; 2 8 Ne 

Ten Thouſand —— if thou art rang, 1; A 
Are Shades inſtead of Light. my g a 
When wilt thou come . „Lor : Th 
For 'till thou doſt appeat, ns 4 a2 * 4 * or Th 

J count each Moment for a Day, 1 

Each Minute for a Verf Sur 
Come, Lord, and never fte | Thi 
| This World's e „ * Loi 
I find no Pleaſure here below, 8 To 


When thou doſt veil thy Face. VI. 


Penitential Grin. 
VI. 
There's no ſuch Thing as Pleaſure herr. 
My, Jeſus is my All 3 


As thou doſt ſhine, or difap ar, ae 


My Pleaſures rife and fal: 
Come fpread thy Sayour on my Frame, 


No, Sweetneſs is ſo ſweet ; 
Till I get up to ſing thy _ 
Where all thy Singers meet. 


XXXII Diphrrdre.” 1 


J. 


| Had a Lord, but ah he's gone, * 
And leſt; my troubled Soul alone: 


45 


Alas, he diſregards mw; Gries. 
1 
T bid my Sighs my. Grieſs declare; 
He counts my Sighs ſor empty * 
So like a wither'd Flower — | 
Nor can look; up till he return. | 
—_..: 

0 thou lov'd Objeck of my Soul? 

Thou, my Ph yſician, make me whole; 


3 —— bes 


Thy Freſenteranty can- relieve:  . mt 
Iv. 85 


Sure Sin's the Cauſeg but tho it be, 
Thou pitieſt Sinne, pity me; 


Lord, I haye read thy Blood TY n 


To waſh away = n 
V 3 


s 


im I purſue. with beggiog OO i 


N. * G 


4 1 x — ED 
* - 
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94 Penitential "Crs. 
V. 


If every Sin was guilt of Blood, 


And | mark'd out for Vengeance ſtood, 

I'd run, and to the Saviour kneel ; 

The Savjour knows _ Sinners feel. 

ers 

My pitying Friends would yield Content 

To me thus loft in Baniſnment; 

None but my. Lord can cafe my Pain, 

All other Helpers help in yain. 
XXXIII. Lord's * 1 Palm 1002h, 


HOU f read t a OY Table, Lord, 
Where Souls may banquet on thy Word; ; 

Whilſt Means in plenty we enjoy, 

Let not our Souls be 3 and * | 


We wait here at Berhe/da's Pool, 
Thoſe Waters which refreſh and cool ; 
We wait, whoſe Souls are icorch'd with Sin, 
O come, dear Yao. help us in. 
III. 


Thy Power and thy Grace diſſ play, | 


Be thou amongſt us on thy Day 
Tha Sinners: may obſerve thy Cal, 
And nym'rous Converts to thee fall. 
| be 
T hat thaſe who do thy ve. her rom 


mY find all pots 3 


Of may they never more complain, LA 
That ah have {ought * Gd, Vain 


* 


A 


* 9 


reste eee 


2552 008982 
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ys 
3 
9 
* * 


Penitential Cries: + 95 
- V. | 
Thy People at thy Footſtool lie, 
Behold us with a graciqns: Eye; | 
O let our Souls with Jeſus meet, 0 
Our Fellowſhip with him be — 
VI. 
Among thy People here am I: 
Lord, let me not be paſſed b 
May this poor Soul uch T niumph ſay, 
P'ye ſeen my deareſt _ Today. | 
ed $3 14l I 3 
I fit within thy Temple Shade, | 
O let thy Preſence make me glad; vo þ 
Love me, my Lord, or elſe ite, Tis j 
Thy Love alone can ſatisſy. 
XXXIV. . pa of Sainte 
I. Fe 
A N 's Liſe 5 a Sigb, A Groan, 2 Cry, 
Looks up, and then begins to die; 
ath ſteals upon us while we're green, 
Behind us digs a Grave unden. d 2c 
2. = 
But Oh, how free a Mercy? 's n 1 24 . 
That Death's a Portal into Bliss!!! 
While yet the Body's ſcarce undreſt, | 
The Soukis ſlipt raed GR =: 0 v4 
1 .oif 739 
My Soul; Death fwallows up thy Fears; 
Thy Grave- clothes dry off all thy Learsz, *. 
Why ſhould we feat this parting apts one 
Who die that we may live again? _ Pcs 
7 3217 G 4 bs - 


- 


96 PDeniential CH. 
IV. 
Who walk below in Light and a, 


Are ſure to live with-CQhritabobe 3. 1 b. 
A Boſom Heaven will afford, ELOC 11" 


To thoſe that live i , 
O how the Reſtiredtion Tighs : 5G 
Will clarify Believers Sig 2 om 0 | 


How joyful wilt: —— WR IOC Qi? 
And 2 the Duſt fiom off theft 2. 
My Soul, my Body, I will truſt 
With him wha 2 t 

My Saviour faithfully wittkeep lf 1 
His own; for Death is but a Sle 


XXXV. N 
, . , * * 


EATH ſteals ＋ us una wares, | 
: I'y And digs a ra vo unſeeh, Wet; 4 1 
hilſt we diipute, are ſlill of Care, | 
What. may be, what 1 A 
Shall I be bent on VanitixxK/k 7 10 
And Rottennels to traft 
Till Death ſkill lay his Hands on me, 
And crum tile to Dust 4 * 4 C1 = . ai 4, 
| ene oth Bod Lots 327 lin 
What if my Sun Abt Nba! 
If Death ſhould call To-day, | 
Canſtighou, my Souly/go-off 16: ban 216403 ( 
Haſt thou no:Scorest 


9 2 
ay; — 


1 e 


Behold myi Sungis y kqwnickttht dt yd 0 
How ncar e 5% J&R Sih:00'H 


- | | Let 


1 w_ vat. 


SU 


Bl 


be undreſs d, 1 80 by Fj 


| Tet not my 


'Till thou: haſt —_— oy my Soul, 
That at the Trampers "Sand gi F YI 
Spring from, my duſty Beck? 
Rejoicing at the Voice that calls, SM 


Ariſe, come forth, ye Dead © 
Lord, give me Patience if Ilie „od v 
n a Dying- Bed; Fs 
© let my Saviour ſtanding by,” 1! +. ; 

Support my WE eats MT tw vill 


Support my "weak and * o 1M 

Whilſt dinnal Fears annoy⸗ ; 
My Jeſus, be BY es vb 46201 50 1913 
. My Jeſus, be my VI 07 Sf i 10 
Bleſt Advocate, do oe not. _ 


Ar this Time fo! 214 YM. , 
O let my 951 evath © 4 
My Baze n ot, = 


SHLITS7F OO! gay ron 


My Soul in thy Geet Wy Looks, 10 


Now can I ſiveetly fle 
My Body falling to LO I's 21 
1 leave with thee; to dan D145 1.0 


XXXYI Pfund 9 7 0 2 Seu fly hard; 


ches, 3 90 27 nt 3. } 


bia 3301: 151d v3 Hun 279 231 740 


Ml God, my —— Lich, mx Love, 


All to me, 


4 
: 
Wilt 
\ 


Penitential Cries. 


Wilt thou a gracious Father rer 


For thee I thirſt alone, 
The ſweeteſt, Waters upon Earth, . 
My Soul accounts 0, DONG: 4 | 


My God, my God, my Light, my Love, 
Mine only, only Friend. 
I ſeek, I long, I look for thee: ved von 


Why wilt thou not attend: 4 
IV. 


My God, my God, my Light, my Love, 
O whither art thou gone 
Either be near unto me here, 
Or lift me to 8 4 4 


My God, my "Bod. 772 ght, my Low, 

Canſt Wat that 00 ke, wo 

That follows thee with, reſtleſs Crics, 
Longing to overtake? ß 


My God, my God, m 'L ht, W e 
Thy Child God, my Lip | 
Father, ſhall not thy Bool, Wee? 

O turn and look this a v4 


| > A, - | 

dat my God; N Light, 1050 Love, 
Come, come, with the abide; 300 

8 me with thy Preſence, Lord, 


— 


enen, beſide.-. ab a 1 N7 
Vin. 


n 0 HA ai 5 4 ui 


> an 


. 


To ann on Thee? tr Ui 
My God, Fx God, m my y Licht, my zone, we 


PAP SW 


mm AAY9 e Wn FF; I. OC 


Poaltentiuh Cries. 


| VIII. 

My God, my God, my Light, ind Love, 
Hear thou my moumful Cry: 

He hears, he hears me from above, 3 
He will not ſee me die. 


Plalm 86. Done by Mr. J. M. 
. | I. 7 | 


Ear, hear me, Lord, for I am . 
And ſeeł Salvation at thiy . HF 
w down thy lgentle Ear, $0306; 77 1:02 5 Þ# 
Who am oppreſs d with e « mid A5 Kl 
Save me, m y God, "or I am 1 
Thy Touch! hath made- my Heart Divine; 14% 
Save me, my: God, to hom I fee, You x 
Who have 950 other Gods but Thee. ny 
01 Ir 27? 162210 C JEN I 
Let Mercy come from God on Highs. 3 
The Oe of Ke y daily Er .. 2910 Sod 


99 


1 daily knock aily wait, „ 
For Mercy 8 Alm ms, 2 8 6 1 a 7 
God of all Comfort, Zive 4 Dole 175 0 7 15 
Ol Comfort ro thy Seryant's Soul: 10H 


For this my Soul doth bend der Knee, 1 "ay 
And ftretch her * Hands to Thee. 
Thou, Lord, art Good, and thou dae dank 9 


With ſealed: Pardons'i in thy Hand; jo Vs y 1. 
O how the Dews of Mercy fal. ©] 
177 anſwer at ty Peoples Calt v 201 e 5 | 


400 


It ne er was. writ, Here lie L 
Dy'd 5 the Foot of dll . 


Lord, hearken to my humble Cries, 
And let them ſound above the Skies. 


W Cries. 


P 4 R * II. 
a Got): to abou! I 1 
5 Reſort wth Freedom any Day; 4 
III ſeek him hen I am in Pain; 
Im ſure to hear from _ again. | 
a 110 144716 I (37 
And whea my, Soul. ſhall N 
The Comfort of his curing Hand, 
Then ſhall I fing, © happy Rod, 
That 1 me dea to my 


What are thoſe Gods wh Folly feigns, 


Thoſe Creatures of diftetnp 'd Raids? | 


What are thoſe Nunghill 'Gods before 


The Mighty God * 1 adore ! Fr VIV, 6 
O King of Nations, Lerd of Al, Us” Ic | 


Before Thee ſhalt all Nations an; 
And every Language ſnall confeſs 


Thy glorious nnn. 2 121] Gini £1,4 


For thou art Great 8 Gangs, | 
Thy Works amazing Wenders are e 
To God alone all Glory Wen bl 2: 
There is none other God bone. 
7: 


— 


„ (Gries; 


Lord, guide me in r 3 Way, 12910 
With ſuch a Guide I fall; not ſttaß ; 
f Bring me into an. Heavenly Frame, I en 
Unite my Heart to _ thy, Name.. 


My Lord, my God my k Heart ſhall ure 712 

Thy orify thee Wg Days; ho fs ok 54 
ercy to me bo excell, 4/30 010 | 

125 a Brand en ers gf Fell, — 


10 iT 


Tre; Sons eee 


Fierce Atheiſts are mine Enemies: 
hey fear not God, t loye-n not me, "= 
My Comifort is chelt N. 755 e. 9 . 
289 * oli” „„ 2 
They mark cine: for: their eveminta Bax, 165. 2 VI 
41 jointly plot my Ouerthro t, 
But thou, my Lord, doſt take my Part, 


Thou, Lord, a God of Bowels art. 

"= 
Thou art moſt ſwift to Acts of Grace, 
But unto Wrath of {loweſt Pace; 
Thy Mercy and thy Truth abound, 


This i is Faith's ne Ground. 


Whilſt God is SS, IF true, 
Jam both ſafe and happy too; 
I cannot fall, who lean u 


TD be Pillars of the ä Throne. 


=_ 


1a Peuitential Cries. g 
V. 


O leave me not, who follow Thee, | 
Let Mercy 46k on Miſery ; © #1 
Save, Lord; for Thee I do adore, 
As did my Mother heretofore. : 
VE. . — 
Save, 157d, One born within thy Houſe, | 
A Child of Prayers, and Tears, and Vows; 
Mine Eyes expect ſome happy Sign, 
To tell my Soul that 1 art mine. \ 
Me with Salvation's Walls encloſe, 
To the Confulion of my, Foes, 
That they. with bluſhing may confeſs, 78S 
We cannot curſe N 77 doth bleſs. 
l 7 V ; 
We cannot catch, whom God: will pa? | 
We cannot hurt, whom God will * : 
Mie cannot touch his-fmalleſt; Limb; 
We 12 85 r in n him. FIR 
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The n f Songs," which & is 'So Lo oo xs: 
turned, then 5470 e in Evelifh Perſe 25 


—vy— 
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V. 1. The Sous which, doth all, Songs excel, 
1 e, 5 N e TJ 2 


vin 
The Calo Kine of Mr. IM 
Ned Davig's Sov. err bx 


[Dialogue . 0 5 5 
I; Th Church fo Chriſt... 1s Blind 
Ime near; „eome nearer yet, Aa be 
Thy ſweeteſt Lips to mine; 
For why ? Thy Love (ho art all Loe 
Irn the richeſt nk” Ot 


3-03.30 48 2101 3 


* to an Ointment beutel out 4 
Is thy\tweet/Name and Neef b wo 
Glad Virgins compaſs thee about 3 1 1 

For thy good Ointment” 5 Sayour. 2 a” 175 


„ 


4. 0 MI me with thy Cords of Love! f 
We will run aſter Fhee; | 
The King into His Rooms above GT We >. 0. 


_ now conducted me. n N 
Thy 


- — —0 tr <s — ͤ oo or — ͤ — — —— — —— — — — 
L - ” ' . % 
[ ES 
: 1 


104 The Jong:of Vong. 
Thy Beams will make our Faces & ſhine, 


— — —— — 


K«„„%„%„ ͤ ͤͤ—UUAUP „% ²˙ —— 


Love i is more to us than hs 


L att e Choke. . 


5 3 
Tho' I . 0 2 Faß i 
Like Kedar's = like Or — 9 


Which Solomonis Bed doth Var. 


6. Look not with a "difdathfii e 


Upon my Suti-burtit Face DEL 


1 My other's Childrere; ragd'; 


And wrought me mucfi Diſg e 


Such was their Envy \ ſachetheir Grudge, 
Their Vines maſt be inſpeQed ; 


WR at theit Vines I was their Drud ge, 


"IRE on- were qite-aegefader-'). ? 
„. But, O Thow whom yy Soul doth lors! 

Tell me now from thy Breaſt ., 
Where feeds thy Flock? Where doth it wore! 


Where is its NogwFiderRefty - 


Why ſhould Lftzay; and lle m- W, n 


Till 1 at laſt, do fall; a 1 
Among thy Fellows Figeltgi (s er 
Eee do proudly call? 


eb 3* LS 7 Aae . 
OAT 
+h fare " * 


N. 
8. O 1 «Fai dfbmgadtabit nach; ru 
The Foot ſſe pa r ing h mag. , 


* 
z 4 


1 1 var And 


which is Solomonꝰ q. 
Aud feed the Kids beſide the Place 
Where my good Shepherds keep. 


9. My Love, I have compared J. hee 
To thoſe Egyptian Mares, 

Which in King Pharaoh's. Chariots fee 
O Faire ſt of all Fairs ! 


10. Thy Cheeks are comely to behold, 


Which Rows of Jewels deck; 
Large Chains of pure and Jhining Gold, 
Adorn thy Royal Neck. | 


11. I and my Father we will make 
Borders of Gold for thee, 

With Silver Studs for thy dear Sale, 

Thos thou may'ſ} richer be. 


The Church. 


12. The Kin doth at his Table t, 
And I that love him well, 


Do pour my Spikenard on his Feet, 
Which gives a fragrant Smell. 


. My Well-beloved is to me : 
1 7 of Myrrh; 
Betwixt my Breaits all Night ſhall he 
Be lodg'd and never ftir. 7 


14. My Well-beloved i is to me 
Like aromatick Wines; 


d * UP Like 


106 The Song of Songs 
Like Cluſters of the Camphire Tres 
Among Engedai Vines. © 


Obrif. 


. Zo! thou art Fair, my only Los; e 

i Love, bo! thou art Fair; | 

Thou art my Loue, thou art my Dave 
Doves E _ in thee appear. 


The Church, 1 hagh | | 


16. Nay, my Beloved, thou Bs Fal, 
My Fairneſs is from Thee; bun 

And thou art ſweet beyond ene 
What a Green _ Ree WING 


A” 


; © 


17. The Beams are Collars _ we dwell, 
So ſtrong they will not ſtit; 

The Rafters ſend a pleaſant Smell, 
For they are made of Fir. 9 8 


\ | ET 


- - { » 4 & 
. 41 g 4 
4 2 ” we — Su Mc FFT OY 3,4 1 . „ * td 


The os. TOOL 

CHA P. it = 

0 77 will fing, af Chriſt the Kg, 
Aud of his Church the Queen, 


This Song of Song sto them belongs, 
Where their pure Flames are ten 


12 6. / of * [Dia- 


2. 


Le 


2 is Solomon's, 197, 


[Dia logue.] 
1 Church to Chriſt. 


E T My dear Savipur's Love appear 
By ſome aſſuring Sign; 
Thou, Lord, m fainting Soul doth chear 
When thou ſay'ſt, I am thine. | 
Let others on their Dainties feed, 
And drink the richeſt Wine; p 
My Feaſt doth, all the Feaſts exceed, 


When, thou ſay'ſt, I am thine. 
3. Thy, Word which ſounds thy mighty Fame, 


And how good thou haſt been, 
Doth ſo revive, that for the ſame 
Souls love Thes,, tha” ualeen ©, 
Souls of an! ay lx 15 5 and Frames. 5 
e joyful, irs of Grace, 1 
Do taſte ſuch Sweetnels ; in thy Name, 


They long to ſee thy Face, 


4. Fain would de I cannot move, 
Sin hath enfeebled me; 
O draw me with the Cords of LA, da; 
Iwill run after Thee. 3 
Thou hear'ſt, thou draw ft, 1 come, [ came, 
Thy Love (my God) az. 
Thy, Peelence-Chamber is the Room | 
Where Saul and Joys do meet, 
Our earthly Meatures we forget, 
=. think upon thy Love ; 


: 2 . 
* * 4 


H 2 All. 


108 The Song of Song's 
All upright Souls their Minds do ſet 
On thee, my Lord Wye 


5. Tho' I to Strangers black do ben, | 

9 under Foot am trod; * 5 
Yet am I fair in Heav'ns Beem 

I am the Houſe of God. 1 


6. O do not ſrorn my datward ny 
Ye know not what's within 

. Whom God doth love; how dare you hate 2 
My. Saviour hides, my Sin; 

Profeſt Church Members ſhould have brought 

. Some Comfort to my Mind; 

But did they treat me as they ought? 
Alas! They Joy unkind. 

Their Anger did my Words controul, 
They bow'd me to their Will : . 

And fo my own immortal Soal 

Declin'd and fared ill. 


7. Pity my tempted State, 0 Lord: 1 
9 ſtill Ido adore; 
O bring me home! By thy good Word, 
My lapſed Soul reſtore : 
Since, Lord, thy Mercy Rill abides, 
Shall 1 be loſt among 
Falſe Flocks, falſe Doctrines, and falſe Guides, 
Which do thine Honour wrong? 


eh, _ Chrig. 


S 


IC 


Ar 


which is Solomon's. 


Cbriſt. 

8. My Church, to me the World is Draſs, 
And thou a Pearl of Price; 

And art thou ſtray d, and at a. Loſs ? 
Attend to my Advice. 


Look back upon my Church of old, 
And 3 Way 1275 went; 


Aud let thy C hildrens E yes Gebold 
The Pa o/tors I have ſent. 


9. As Pharaoh's Horſes (E gy pt's piii) 
*. deem'd the Choiceſi Breed ; 

oo thou, my Church, my Faireft Bride, 
All Fair Ones 4% exceed, 


10. Man's Eyes thy outward State behold, 
Mine Eyes are on thy Heart. 

Whilſt others ſhine with-Pearl and Gold, 

Through Grace thou lovely art. 


11. My Soul that loves thee, is ſo glad 
» Thy Stock of Grace to, ſee; 
I and my Father, we will add 


A new Supply to Thee. 


The Church. 8 


12. My King doth ſit in Heav'n above, 
Where Angels do attend ; 
And from below my Faith and Love 


Shall to my King aſcend. 
H3 


® 4 : 
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1 10 De Sorts of Songs 

13. My Faith aſcends unto the Lord, a 
And brings him down to me, 

My L6ve a Boſom doth mord, IR 4 
Where he ſhall lodged be. Di 

O the ſweet Time, as if I as ud ae * 


Reigning in Heaven Above, 
When once my Seal doch it ende 
In Arms of Falth and _—_ > 


14. It is fo Ae] whe we de RO 


My, Joys in Chrit exceed. * : 
The ſweeteſt Smells, and its 0 Sights q 
Which can our Senles —_— 
. Crit. hs 
15. th dearef chasch FS adnire, p 
The Beatities of ub Mind, 7 | 
Co meek: „ 0 harmleſs 2 antire, 
S9 Joirbfal _ ae Kind, 
th Mien $62 * a \ | 
5 My deareſt Lord, du Gran the Son, \ 
By —_ bright Beams I ſhine : 
And then my Glory ti reg | I 


When thou becameſt mine 

Since ttiod att mitte, and 4 Am thine, MI : 
A num'rous Ra L246 7 55 nn 

In cvery Place, "Which to 05 By ro. 
1 heir Birth and Being; ö vert 07 115146 


& 


which is Solomon's. fs am. 
17. The dear Aſſemblies of thy Saints, 


Where thou, my Lord, doth dwell, 
Are ſweet and pure, and ſhall endure 


Againſt the Gates of Hell. 


wy 4 * 


e 


The VERSION. 
CHAP: II. c. 


An the Ro of Sharon-Pield, 
Tam the Lily nbhiit, © 
The Lily which the Vallies yield, 
J am 1 ſweet and bright. 


2. What are Thorys, in I Account of Men, 
Unto the Lily Brizhs ? 1 
What are tbe F aireff Danghters when 


My Love — in i ht? | 
The Church. 


3. What are the common Trees o'th' Wood | 
Unto the Apple-Tree? 
What is the rich and nobleſt Blood, 
My lovely Lord, to Thee ? 
I fat rejoicing in Times paſt 
Under his cooling Shade: 
His Fruit was ſweet unto my Taſte, 
Oo wht a Feaſt, I made! | 


| 1 


* 
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The Song of Songs. 15 

4. Unto his Cellars ſtor d with Wines 
He caus'd me to remove: 

Over my Head abroad he ſpread 72 


The Banner of his Love: a 9 21011472 4 
3. Give Flaggons for a Cordiat;,-——— 


Bring Apples me to chear; 
For Lam S 15551 faine, Tall, 


L languiſh for my Bear, AH 5 


6. His Leſt-hand underneath! oa 1 
For my Support is plac d: A1 1 
* Right-hanq over me is Pe, 


And thus I am embrac' d. 


7. OSalem's Daughters, you I. * 
Both by the Roe and Hind. = 
Ye do nat move.nor ir my SAYS, n 
Until it be his Mind. "MT 


8. My Well-beloyed's Voice of Joy 
My Heart with Comſort fills ; 


- He comes lcaping. on Mountains . 
And kipping on the Hills. b 


9. My Well. beloved oomes in . 


Like a {wift-footed Roe; ; 
ning my Beloved flees {> falt, Of 


Young Hart did never ſe. - 10 fol o | 


Behind out Wall, J01 he doth gang, | 
He's at our Windows! ſeen; 
He ſhews himſelf ſo near at Hand, 


18-There! s but a Graze between. 


bs 44 
Gee. 


which 14 Solomon's. 113 

10. 1 gladly heard his gracious Tones, 

Whe thus to me did ſay⸗ c,, 
Riſe up, my Love, my Faireſt 95 2 

Make haſte and come away: IEM 


ms I bad 
11. The gelen efickie Year Indi be J al 
The Winter's gone and paſty: * 4. 11 
Behold a Spring of new 1 : 
No Rain nor ſtormy Blaſt,” 
12. The Flowers upon the Burch A 
The Birds begin to fing 3/7 7 19 
The People of our Land do hear 
The Turtles murmuring. * 


13. Green Figs upon their Tres! are groun, 
Young, Grapes their Smells diſplay; 

Ri iſe up, my. Loye, my Faireſt 8 8 
Make haſte ang come away. I 


— 


f 1 


14. O my Fair Dove, whoſe Faimeſs Aivetts 


In dark Obhſcurity, . 
In cloven Rocks, and PNG Sab, Nes ASE _ 

Come ſhew thyſelf to 19 8 11 s 5 ge a 
O let thy Face to we pd uni r WY 


Let thy Voice anſwer mine; A & ALY Wh 
Thy Voice is Mufick in mine Par, reaches 
Thy Countenance doth Mine. fark + 2 


15. Catch us the Föxes iu a Tüll, + &/ £ 


* 


The little Faxes ch); in hae tak 
* i | For 


2 be Ging of Gong 
For they our fruit ful Vine do ſpoil, 
Their tender Grapes they ſnatch. 


16. My well-beloycd he is mine, 
And I am his indeed; - _ 

In Paſtures-which: with: Lilies ſhine, 
He makes his Flock to feed. 


17, Till the Day break,” and Shades depart, 


Beloved, haſte to me ; 
Even, 
On 


wake Roonnd trader Hart's oc 
| ountains Hee. . 2 2110 5 | 
222 £15 AA i 1 I a OE + 7 + 
The Paraphraſe.” '' © 
ano H M P. HIL. Cbriſ. 


1. G Hi the Poter of my fever Love, | 


My Churth it 'fweetnetÞ + 
It ſweetens Earth and Heav'n above, 
ff ſweetens Life and Death, 
is the Beauty 4 my Face, 
Ng with ſuch-Glories cromum d. 
That Solomon Glory muſt ive place. 
To what ſhines me — 5 


As Lilies in the . allies. grow, ,» | 


= 


481 4 


$50 I the V allies, own; | RT v * 


The Humble are my Heaz n below, . 
The Lowly ar brag, 4h 


2. No comely Perſons can Lee {1 i 'S GY 


ut whom my Grace adorns; 


102 - 


va i, Solomonen. | 


My Church a Lily is tb ne, 
And all the reſt « are 22 | 


- The Church. 


8 27011 * 


3. None but a Jelu norte but He? 
He is the chiefeſt Good ; SEN. 
My Jeſus is an Apple- Tree, „ 
And others barren Wood. © 
He is the Shadow from the LIeat ; i * 
Ol Conſcience, Wrath ard _ 
He is true Manns; Hicavinly' . 
Which feeds his ſruel. 00 
The Shadow of his Sacraments - * at H 
Hath been ere eee ian D. 
Under that Shade a Feat 3 IT 2 off 
Upon his Flefh and Blood. 10 15 


4 My Chritt is Het Cellar ford: | 
With ſweet and precious Wine, s| 
What Sweetneſs foiind Lin my Lond, 


When he ſaid, I am thine! _ TT NT 
As Soldiers to heir Oofoiits'Rahd, ” 216 * 
And after them do move; 100 21 * 


80 doth my deireft Lord init,” guido 
And draw me by his Love. 0 


3. Nothing due ee kane, med 199. 

The Appetite of Q n bir , 

L long for Chriſt with re K Eyes, 8 8 9 
\ Llanguiih for n, 

| +0 


16 7e Song of Seng 
O take me up and let me ſup - 
On Promiſes Divine; 
Thoſe Apples from the "Tree of L fe, 
Thoſe Flaggons full of. Wine. 


6. How am, borne, whilſt fick of Love, 
In thoſe bleft Hands of his ? 
His Leſt my Soul's s Support doth prove, 

His Right my Comfort i is. 


7. And whilſt his Lovedoth t me enflame, 
Hear, vchat 4 Charge I give: 

All ye that on his Sacred Name, 
Do not his Spirit grieve: 

He is all Love, he is my Lore, 
O do not him abuſe; 

Do not again put him to Neis, | 
Dear Chriſtians, turn not Jer. 
Lord, leave us not; yet if thou wilt, 
With Tears well own thy Right; 

But a Departure fore d by Guilt, 


Makes a 3 Night. 


8. My deareſt Saviogr's Voice I hear, f 1 

He comes on my Account; 
Nothing can ſtop his full Career, 

x No, not Corruption's Mount. 


9. My Lord makes haſte from Heat 'n to n , 

And he himſelf preſents - | 

To Men of a polluted Birth, 
By Words and Sacraments; —_ 

dh Tho', 


— 


which is Solomon”” J. 7 17 

Tho- like a Wall, our frail Eſtate [2-270 

Prevents A perſect Sight; * 

Let thro' his Odna = n HNEUIRA 
Dart in lome Beams of Light. 


10. "My Dal to me did thus be wg 
Ariſe, my Love, and flee 


From World, Flelb, Satan, Self and 4 
O come away ro me!” 


11. Time was * thou walt cold and dead, 
An Heir of Wrath thou waſt, 
And Vengeance-Storms hung o'er oy ma 


But thoſe. ſad Days are paſt. . 
12 he Flowers of Gract n ts Ling | 

In Thee 1s ho pefully, 0 = oo 
That all the Heay'nly Choir doth "TER 

Ayo God oa High io 


13. My Church, thou-art my tender Plant, 
My Dews have aouriſh'd Thee; 
Now thou art mine, now thou mult grant 
Thy Fruit, thylelf to me.. II. 


14. My heartleſs Dove, why Joſt t thou 
And hide thyſelf from me? 
Thou know'ſt not how I love a Saint, 
How welcome thou ſhould'ſt be: 
Come, come, before tiry Lord appear, of 
Thy Perſon joys my Sight ; | 
Let me thy Prayers and Prailes hear, 
1257 Voice is my Delight. | 15. 


— — 


ws. The Song of Sougs . . 

15. Ye Men of Gpd; whoſe ON: it is 
In God's Courts to attend; 

Reſtrain thoſe Enera: ies of 


Which do his Qhurch of end. 


16. Mine, thro 
xy h 


ve, am 


49 bis Werd; 


He ſecs his Pep G 
Which taſtes moſt. pleafantly. | 3 


| 17, feeds them with his Word « of Graxe, 


glorious Day y appears ; - 

Which all the Shades away ſhall chaſe; 
Of Sins; and Griefs, and Fears. 

Come Love, come Lord, come that Ee Pay, 


My camel ExpeRation, | 


fam 
Shovel theſe Days out gf; the Wy 


Theſe Haus e ee o Ts 


FF | 


. ax \ % 
- r . m4 SB — — 
* ® 4 


I = IS * 


The. VERSION. gl | 
CHAP. II. 75. Ghurtb. 


4817 4 144 14 JO: tl # j $65 by 1 if? 77 14. Is; 


IM whom my Soul dath love; 1 Gught 
Night upon my _ 
loug 


Br him, but I found him not, 
7 —_— Pelight Was fled.” 


2. And dug Thad, bu ais, dE 


= 


And ee Town; 5 *˙¹ tel ,3000 1 * 
Il ſearch the Streets aud broader os + 
. N 
+1 alt (1 kl. 10 y up 


Faith, is = 2 en, 


Up did I get, and out 1 wont, 


My Deareſt to re gain; 
But when I had my Labour ben, 
Alas! it wWƷns in van. 


? 


DOUTIR £142) 3 SV ö. 

3. The City-Watch did "light 0 on me, 5 

” of whom I did enquire, © - F yorlT 8 
In any Street, pray did ebe 1 _— v 
The Man w ons I admire? > ee 


4. Twas but a little while that 1 73, 
Had from the Watck- men n 
But I did find my only Joy, 1 
And then I held him faft;; 8 
I held, and would not let han go, 


Till I had bra} b eee 5 B40 * 1 


\ 5 


oO Salent's A you I charge 8 
Both eee ad . 454 
Ye do not move 1 


Until it be his 


" Þ> 
* - * — — _— 


” Wo > — 


6. What rnoaky TY Hein FO bene 

Dat o that. 72 furt 4 97 7 

Perfunid DAG” yrrb and F ranlisreiſe, = 
Asad all 10 lll, Pices?- 5 


; MHA | ; 
5 Y A * oak M 


$, 
; 
* by * WF 
* The 


r ³˙:A EEE per nn OOCCNIIIn 
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The Midft whereof was 


The Song of Songs | 

The: Church; :--; 327 1 
7. Such omamente his Bed do NN 43 
* Solomoms Bed commend, 60 3 099 


_ 


| Where Threeſcore Men of Iiract's * 


His valiant Guards attend. 
t 1162: 181.1 M15 hi ui 
8. They all hold Swords W ee 
They all know how · to fight : 


Each hath his Sword upon his Thich, 


Becauſe of Fear i 'th' N ight. 


9. The Charigt of Ka: Solomong , | 

” WW hich for himſelf had made, 
Was of the Wood of Lebanon, 

Which Silver Pillars had. 


201 


| 


10. Gold was the Bottom, and above 16 | 


Rich Purple cover'd it; 


For Salem's Daughter fit. 8 
11. Look, Virgins; on king Gun, 


His Crown ſo rich, ſo gay TK 
Wherewith his Mother crown'd. him on 


His joytul NOS 


* 


l QUE . 
8 — PEI r ® TH — * 2 *. 


trar\ n, 1 


NP with Lone 21 


The Paraphraſe. 
c H AP. Ut. he Church. 


But with a fleepy Mind ; 


O did 1 ſeek my deareſt Lord, 
His 


which is Solomon's. 
His Preſence he did not afford: 
Slack Seekers cannot find. 


2. Shall I, ſaid I, forego my Chriſt, - 
And fo cloſe up mine Eyes? + 

No, no, he was 16 14 miſt, 
I could not but Ariſe, 

My Bed was Thorns, no Bed for me, 
N othing could give me Reſt, 

Till I my deareſt Lord might ſee,” 
And las upon his Breaſt; 

When private Means could not prevail; 
In publick him. 1 fought ; 

I waited till my Eyes did fail ; ; 
Alas! I found him not. 


3. God's holy Watchmen did me find, 


Of whom I did inquire, . - 
Pray, can ye help my troubled Ming, 
Which doth a Chi deſire? 
0 happy Stars, if ye might be 
My Guides to Jeſus now 
Seers, did ye my Saviour ſee? 
Pray tell me where and how? 
Means muſt be vs d, but cannot heal 
Without a Sov'reign Word; 
Chriſt only can himſelf reveal, 
And ftill I lack'd my Lord. 


4. One dark Hour more I did ſuſtain, | 


And then the Night was paſt; 


Tho” I bad ſought {0 long in yain, TOURS 


M ſound my Lord W laſt; 


8 *o\ 15 * 
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122 The Song of Sbngr 

I found my Lord, ancl held him faft, TE 
And would not let him part: 

My neu- fond. Jelus ; embracd, 1 th mY 
os lodg'd him in m 1 3 Gt e 

I would not © loſe my Chriſt ay 
And gain a ſecond Hell; - 

My Pray yers and Tears did: him ente 

Within my Sdul to dwell; -- 7. 


As Clouds are — with powerful Light, | 


His Beams through:teidid nine 


His dear Aſſemblics la this Sight, 
And joy'd that Chrut was mine. 


. Chriſt's Love my Heait doth 10 cnt 
This Charge 1 needs muſt gi: v, 
All ye that'owh his Sacred Fame, 


A Do not his Spirit Stiere. art 10 
He is all Love, He is my Lois Han vv 
O do not him. abuſe! ky | id 
Do not again put him to kan, 9 
Dear Chriſtians, turn not. ns 2 yi 


Lord, leave us not; yet if thou wilt, * 
With Tears we'll own thy 11 YE" 1 


But a Departure forc'd by Gbilt, How 5 5 


Makes a tempeſtuous' Nigh light. | 
Munk Beliovers: | A Mts, 


6. What fad ul Soul "from: Earth ati} 4 
And do at Heub'n afpire 7. © 17s: 


| They mount, they foar, they JE rhiir 5 M 
Earth 5 


Os Go — chief «ng vere £ 


E. 


" 
2 
. 


which i Solomon's. 123 
Earth's Wilderneſs they nobly dart 5 
Whilſt others rake for it; tif 
Heaven's Grages them da: 1 adorn, . * 
That hey a 2 Ire fit. 2 > + 1 4 


ey "The Obirch."' ad oh 


7. Admire 508 me, hut my + Lord, 
"Whoſe Boſom gives me Reſt; 
Whoſe Angels watch with one Accord, bo 
That none ſhould me woleſt. t 


8. Thele Heay' oly Guards are 0 of Might, 

And ready do they ſtand, | 
For to Iend his Church's Rig ht, 

When he ſhall them e 

Then Belp. comes rom on High ; i | oy 
A ftrengtt#ning Angel doth' wed 

Amidſt: that, Agony. 


. Heay'n is the high and glorious Throne 
Of my Molt glorious Weed; , ÞR 
Who yet on Earth rides up and down. e 
I' th' Chariot of his. Word. Wett 


10. His Word i is rich, and Fm and pure, 
As all his Saints def prove; 
Who of its true Intent ate ſure, Nu 
And find, its Heart is, Love. 


11. Go ye that own the higheft Name, 
Behold a glorious Show, 1 
|. E 


124 The Song of Songs 
How the Almighty ſpreads his Fame, 
And what his Word can do! 
This mighty King rides conquering, 
His Word goes forth with Might, 
- Which wooes —— wins the Slaves of Sin, 
Both by its Force and Light: 


Thoſe Slaves their Helliſ Lords forſake, 


And Chriſt do humbly o ＋ ; 
And as his Spouſe he them doth take, 
And wears them as his Crown. 


G reat was their Need, ZTeATeT | his Love 


Than their N eceſſity 


As well they may, glad do they prove, 


But not to glad as he. 


* 


The s E RSI ON. 
CHAP. IV. Chrif. 
0 thou art Fair, my only Love, 
My Love, lo ! thou art Fair ; 
7 hine k yes are like thoſe of the Dove, 
Thy hairs thy Locks of Hair. © 


ry Locks are like Goat's Flocks, 
. * from Mount Gilead look : . 


2. So are thy Teeth ike well-fhorn Sheep, 

1 ome from the Maſbiug- Brook. 
pregnant are as well as ple 

4 2757 Fruits as well as View oj 

: Fir each of them her Twins aoth _ 

' Fhere's not a barren Ewe. | 


_ 
*J© 


p which is Solomon's. 125 


3. Thy Lips are like a Scarkt-Thread, 
Thy Speech is ſweet and fine, 
Within thy Locks thy Temples red 
Like broke Pomegranates ſhine. 4 


4. Thy Neck is like to David's Tower, 
Strong built, and raiſed high ; 
A Thouſand Shields for Men of Power, 
Hang in that Armoury. Boot 
5. Thy two Breaſts are like two Toung Roes 
Well ſhap'd and well agreed; 
Far they are loving Twins, and thoſe 
Among the Lilies feed. 


6. Until the Day have chas'd away 
The Duſty Shades, IT will _ 

Betake me to the Mount 4  Myrrh ; 
And to the Incenſe Hill. FEAT 


7. All over fair, my Love, thou art, 
And ſo thou ſeem'ſi to me; 
| There js not one uncomely Part, 


Not one dark. Spot in thee. 


8. Come, Love, with me from Lebanon, 
From Lebanon with me, 
Since thou and I are join d in One 
Thy Lebanon T be. 
From Shenit's Top, from Hermon look, 
And from Amana high, 7 
Thoſe Lions Dens muſt be for ſook, 
And where the Leopards lie. 
> þ 3 os! bl 


126 The Si Hp 2 of Songs 

9. My Spouſe, my Shes, thou 200 gain 4 
A perfect Victory 

Over my Heart by thy bright chain, | 
And by thy hat ewe bye. = 


* \ 45. 7 


10. How fair add pleaſant i 74 "ky Le 46 E 


Ay deareſt Sport Meet nel e 
O tow I prize it far abo . 

The richeſt Wines that be 7 7 | 
O how Hy er's Oint ment 12 gr N. N by 

What Sweetneſs do T8 „ „cl 


_—_— 


77 i, pleaſant Stent doth far excel} in | 
| The ſweet Arabian Feld. 234 _— a 


Thy Lips "trop 72 the Bee 
"Ther, Milk. with Honey foms; . 
T [72 the Smell of \ Leb'non 2 * LP 
The 2 arments of my Sog 5 


12. My 92 * my Sous 1 75 weil d, a I wat 
Ibu ſhe may ba Juppos' 4 IN K 
A Spring ſhut up, a. Hönntalu Baud. wind * 
1 Garden well inclos "ORE RR 
13. Thou haſt a pleaſinr Ru 750 
Wh-re ſweet Panegrangtss, vows c 
Aud Frutts, wich pleaſe Fork Taft a "og TY 
Pere tbo the Spices. oc. wag \ 


1 "475 4 


TY 
I + , Can bi, 7 Miba, — Wn 


W 7ron aud C:ouninons 


— 


155 


Is 


which 45 Solomon! , 
Myrrh, Aloes, and neenſe Trees, 
W ith each Spice. of  Renuwn., 


$. aff Garden Fountain. js Love, 
| 7 Living Mell is ſhe, WE 
Lite Leb non Streams which ſwiftly. nove, 
Aud down to Jorden e 


e Church... 


16. Am I a Ga rden? Tben, O North, 
Awake and on it breathe! - 


127 


Th. A. © 


Thy quick'ning Breath \ wilt ittimon forth 


The Odours from bedeath, r 

Am U a Garden? Then, O South, 
Come, on this Garden bla-w-˖. 

One Sovereign, Blaſt out of a Math 
Will make its Spices. Bow: 

Then, then, into his Paradiſe 
Let my Beloyed come, 

And eat his Fruits, and głt his Spice, 
And count himſelf at home. 


8 80 Nase ab 


\ \ a 
x — 1 Val SY i 122 ——_— 


—— — 
**„«„* — ——— 


. m 


The bers, | 


_ 1 . ; 4 7 
The Beauties, af thy. Aliud. 

E a /o Harmleſs, {0 entire, I. 
® <a and ſo kind. \ \ 


— — 


14 


108 Ds Song of Songs | 

E' thy Profeſſion I eſſeem 
"Becanſe it ſprings from Grace, 

Which makes thee yet more comely ſeem, 
As Hair adorns the Page. 8 


2, Thy Paſi ors, which | prepare thy F. 00d, 
Do jn their Minds agree + | 

Their Lives and Dafirines both are good, 
And bring mich . uit fo me. 


3. Thy Speech 2 * eaſon'd j is with Grace 5 


That many Hearts jt moves; 
And Graces Colour in thy Fi age © 
[ts great Advantage proves, 


4 Thy Faith which joins thee to thy Head, 
Poss [bield thy inward Parts ; 1 

| This Shield hath oft extinguiſhed © 

» Devils fiery Darts. 


„ The two Breaſts of thy Tefaments 


” Mop friendly de accord ; Ba. 


With Nouriſhment ET faveet content 


To ueweboru Babes ar tl 


e Cries of a arſirefſed Soul, 
Ti beſ e Breaſts of | A, till; ; 


7 heſe 27 make 345 whom Sin gpokes ſad, 


Theſe Breaſts th be Hungry 


6. The Word ir hers the baits Bare * 
170 


And Faith the Church's" Light, .\ 


710 Hades give way to Glory's Day, 
Fey ſpall ſve}: live ” Sight ; r 


Aer 
AER 


"WS 
. 
SF 


which-;5 Solomon's. 129 


Mean while my gracious 29 POE" N. TY 
Hier de ar Aljje emblies fill, . 4 I 
Her Prayers ſhall be moſ ſweet zo a 8 
Sweet as the Incenſe Hill. 
Mean while my glorious Preſenc ſlab. 
Fill Heav'n, that Holy Grun 
Where Cherubims and Seraphim © hin W. 
Their Hallelyahs ſound, 


7, 8. My deareſt Church, how char cart, they” 
On whom no Fx RS, e 
My Blood apply d bath puriſy d meta 7 I 7 
Thee 8 e d 
Thou art to me as white as Snow;, + 
Aud tho” thou finneſt fil, ae? 
Grace keeps thee in, thou copft not ;, 3 
© With full Conſent of Will... m 
Let my fair Gluries thee jntice 8 5 wn 1 
To come along with ne; 
Forſake thjne Earthly Paradi iſe, IA EY 
Thy Paradiſe Tl be. TW 
Birth, Pleaſures, Riches, F Hud. and K ae, 
Are all amd wp in me ; 3 
O that thou Knew bow ng Tom. 2 * vi oF 
Come now, and taſte, at * WE Wy 
This World's an bowling. Wi erneſs, vs x 
Filld with the Beaſts of Prey. ary” 
Whilft that they rage, roar and of ppreſo, 0 P 
On Canaan fr Line Eye. Feen 


. My Heaven-born Spouſe, 19 1 e 


My Foy « and mw + bon art; 
nis 


* 


160 Me ug of Sage : | 
Thine Eye of Fuith, tui Chain of Saut, ä wm 


Have Overcome -my een my AI 


J (ICT \ AR Sa i Us 
10. th Aare, Spouſe Alken a/ Birth, | 
* Thy Lovis ure fo une 104 Ne We = 

Than all the Pleaſurs; off. the Earth 
And ſweet thy 416%, ARG * 
0 n. TY WE u I 

50 peeches in 1 Heart a are bred, | 
"pf Hy do 0 fo j 93 A N. 85 A 
1 Works do ſuch, a Sd 7. hy "oa {EP _ 
As Leb'nois Hr 5 ge Bs ha IE OY A 

* 13 \ e. 

. Diſguiſed tb the Hort Hot s 70 JF u dar T 

Heaven i in Myſ8 84 Kr. 


To me thon Full WAY 1750 23 a. * _ 
None knows thy Wor 3 \ LOS 1 
As thou art mine, #; 70 6 | n 7 F 
My Love doth guard ty Re _—_ 
Thy Prod Ss with me, my Love“ with ther, 5 


CT SCA e 


) 83 Wh . 28 
13. 14. My e h, thou TOs Pax Ade, $; 
IF) WA 15 
| Where Fruits a: L3 Spices, gro 5 
g Fair are thy 8 00 by Spice. Po | 
. | The fe 2vcefte AS hs 3A Fo! r "IT" t 3 BY ; 
| Wh WW) : 
| Thy Red Plays « Hoy C 50 5 Nee 
| Y g Their Gras, ritt 12 CR... ed 0) * 
| I am the Tree of Lis le, $6: ach 
My .Ghorch, 0 ae * — wo 2x Ul. AN Fl 
8 * 8 nee 15» | 


, 
With} | 


| 
| 
y. 
. 
| 


which}; SoWihofk 37 


' 16. Yon art a Hering, which 40 l Rn. «nh 

Doth thy pure Streams derive; | SS 

Under thine Eye and Miß. £0 PRE by es. Sow? 

Thy bleſt Afeniblies but. 80 
0 i *M 9 MIT 


The CburfW . 


16. My Lord, If La, Gardeg am, 
Then let thy Spirit blow, 

And with its Gates vettelh the famsej ti 
And make my Graces flw .. 1 


And when Hy Spirit thus hach blown, 1 


And I do Loui moſt,” Traden Ha. 
Then let my deareſt Lord: me _—_ 
And ſeed upon his, Coſl. ,2m < 500 5 
So poor I am, ſo great thou] art, ln 0? O 
Thee, Lord, how: cam fſeaſt; 1 
Furniſh the Table of my Heart, 2 012900 

Then come and TOY Gut {1 Lovli yl 


» THE wi 511144 
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339 4 1.119 3 "q 
Cc H A Pa: . 3 Giite. 2 binod? 


12 into a n 1 rA. 0 


| My Sj REAL? 7 55 
2 nh ve 4 
P 7 Ting 2 Wy FEES iv, ei 


hich ry TH) Open AY * 15 
My Honey-c011b and Hoe warts 10. n . 0 
Have been niy fable Rf 0 


E: - 132 The. Song of Songs 
| My Wine, n Milk, which here do flow, : 

Have — my "Heart and Taſte. 0 
My Friends and —ç Companious, 


. Come feaſt yourſelves with me; 
Drink, 5 my Well- beloved Ones, 


Tea, drink abundantly. 
The Charch. 


2.1 ſleep, but yet my Heart doth / wake; 
Hark, my Beloved One | 
Doth knock and call. I can't iel 
His Knock, his Tread, his Tone: 
Open to me, my Father's hid, 
to me, my Love, 
Open to me, my: Undefil'd, - A 1 7 
Open to me, my Dove; ” WM 
Open to me, that wait for thee; - 
My Head is fill d with Dew. | 
And all my Locks with Ev' ning Drops; ; 
-Let's have an Interview. — 


3. My Coat is off, and how thall 1 
” Fu on my Coat again? 

Should I come o'er the duſty Floor, 
My waſhed 6 eet to Ivf, | 


BY 4. My deareſt then 5 the Kejthule 73 : 4 
| His willing Hand did 2 RITES 7 
Which when I did perceive, Soul 
Was touch'd with Grief and 


4 IN \ 


whith i; Solomon- . 
5. Rour'd by his Paſſion I did ſtir, 
And anſwer to his Call; 


133 


My Hand and Fingers dropp'd with Afar 


Which from the Lock did all. 


-351* zt) VER 


6. Then did [ open tomy ew: 
But he (alas!) was gone; 

He whom I did ſo lately. hear; 35 
Methought I was undone! 


I ſought him whom-my Soul | ador'd, | : 


But him I could not have; 


Icall'd and cry'd, my Love, my Lord! 


But he no Ahſwer' gave. 


7. Then did che e City-watch | 
Smite me, and wound me fore ; + 


The Keepers of the Wall did ſnatch. 


* i. 4 Ji 


Away the Veil I Wore. 


8. © Daughters of Fers aum, 5 
I charge you, if ye find © 


My Love afflicts my Mind. | 


The Daughters of Jeruſalem. 10 ; 


M y glorious Dear, that he may hea 5 


9. What Jewel i is this Dear of r 15 
Fits 4 


- # "© Faireft, let us know ? © 
Wherein does thine other s ont ſhine 


f 7 - 
a - by - * 


Ai 


b KS =.) w IST. I 


955 
That thou doff charge %;, 


e334 4 — of Sergs 


"rh Church. ff VO GE "on | | 1 
16 501% delay Dope is 4 and whit, { 774 Do 
The Lily and me Roſe, e; N 
80 ſweet a Grace adorns his F her, O. 
Ten ä dT > 6 ( 
| 1108? h 
11. His Head js like the fineſt G0d, u 17 : 
And curled Locks doth wear. 2 
Which do the Ravens Colour holds'c 10. 
So comely 1 us 4000 1 wid Ju 
12. His Eyes are like the ie 3 | — 
Which on the Banks are met, | 11 
And do the Streacus of Water loves. . * Th 
| Milk waſh'd and fly. Ihe: cen * y a 
13. His Cheeks 415 1 it: a FO Bed, Th 
Where all Perfumes do NT: 1 
His Lips like Lilies, hence is hei Fee 
: The Myrrh chase o W d vg = 
14. His Hands a are ] like 1 t 5 f 
| In Rings of Gold dilpla he Tn & 2. 
His Belly is like 1 bg, OY „ 
| With 2 d : 80 
Nn oo Nr WS 5 - * 
1.5. His Legs like, Marble Pillars, % 4 Q Hi 
On golden let, e 26h ire 31 8 
His Face like Le nan is moſt fair, \\ W 


Like Cedars moſt en, A 
_* * | His 20 


Yeag he 1 15 wholhf 10 VI 
Down Fort Bie Teac dne His Feet | 
With Sweetnel& lle doth flow; i 31581 
O Salem's Daughters This i he 110 
Ot whom ye did-enquire'' n 01 1 


1 
1001 14 21 


This is the Friend: Hat let me, 20 
This is my Heart's Fan. 1 03 29 
: * AU 14 Wall > 1 O11, 3 2HMHOID tg N 


whjeb i© Solomon's. 435 
His Mouth is moſt exeeed ing r n e bor 


_— 
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CH AP N. Cbrißt. 3netle 


* XNA Rove, (1n1-Deareſs) haſs, me Lang bt 
1282 her 971 SUABDIEE, 3 18 
Thy Graces 22 ** 4 rar 15 
Have been my, Sg Seen ohh ace Tad] 
Thou art a V ine wbjch auith #hy, Wi * * 
Both God 45 72 May doth chear 77 10. * ba 
Feed on the Eraits prepar d in ther, 8 bak 


A 3 2 is here.. I 2b wit 1 vis 


. 1 * 
14 A0, 0. 
#* 


e221 57 8 20T 


. oaks Geib, BIO a 
2. Such Drowſineks e 579 BUR | viſD 
I live, and yet Id; Cu) * 4 
Some Life I have, no | inelinels 
How dirk and cold amine I» 21 vM a 
Here in the Dark and Deep: grp 


Who us'd to liveaboyeg!1021 & yas 14 4 A+ 


Where i is my Faith? ' Where 4s F H N 
8 1s: Fa wonted Lot: m noch HN 


£ 


$2 * Q© 14 20 1 8 0ʃ 31 3-41 II. oO ＋ It 
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13 be Song. off. Heng 
It is no Stranger's. Voice I hear, Geb 
I know it is my Lord's? | i 


He knocks hath 4s my Heart and Ears Tt 
Theſe are his loving. Words; 
Open to me, my Fathers Child. Th 
Open to me, m Lo s &; 
Open to me, my Undchil'd, 511 l 23-2171 3. 
to me, my Dove. a 
My gracious Patience hath flood Gat 
© Long waiting at thy Door; «1 
Fain —— I enter for thy Good; Th 
Slight not. thy Saviour. 3 , 
(Words My 
3. One would have Gates ſuch! 78 6 
Should break an Heart of Steel; LYL : 
But q (alas ) Þ ſtu r 6. 
Their Force I di not feel; ar! 1 A . 
My Anſwer was to this Effect, TE N . 
Lord, now Fam at Eaſe; - Fo, 
And Lord, if 1 ſhould thee reſped, OP. 9 dg 
My F riends I ſhould diſpleaſee aol 
Thy Service, Lord, hon coſt me dear, | BY \ 
£27 The Word would me moleſt; Bos 
Thy heavy Croſs how can L bear? 278 ' 0 
Do not diſturb my Reſt. To 
Mi | 
4. My Lord, to this made no Reply, 4011 I Fg 
Only on me lie 1 0 | 8 
A ſad an a rebuki 9 E. yes. 197 D CALL 18 
On Which this mie I r * 


52 thou my Patience thus Shit, 
To make it longer bear? 75 F 5 "hw | 


D . ee ¶⅛ ere ee, ea 


— — — 


* — 6— AA 


— ed he... 


which is Solomon's. 137 


Doſt all my Love, and Sufferings light! ? 1 
[ look'd for better Fare; | 

This ftirr'd my Love, my Grief and Shame, 
Which put me to much Pain ;. 

That I refoly'd whatever came, 
To own my Chriſt again. 


5. Accurſt Temptations, be ye gone, 
And do not me reſtrain; : 
Satan, avaunt, let me alone, 
P!t have my Chritt again: 
This Reſolution gave ſome Eaſe 
To my diſtreſſed Mind; 
My Griets did then begin to ceaſe 
When I to Chriſt inclin'd. 


6. But when I did myſelf addreſs 
My Saviour to embrace, 
Alas! For my-Unworthineſs 
My Saviour hid his Face. 
For be is Great as well as Good, 
And will not be diſdain'd; | 
Then his kind Words, which 1 withflool, 
My Conlcience ſorely pain'd : 
O then I wiſt'd a thouſand Times "= 
That 1 had been fo wile, - "= 
To ſhake off my Security | | — 
When Chriſt bade me ariſe. 

I fought him daily in his Word, 

But him I could not have; 

I caltd and cry'd, my Love, my Lord! £ 

But he no Anſwer gave. | | 


138 Pe Song of Songs 


Earth did oppreſs whom Heav'n ſonſook, wth 
* Nothiog but Grief. I found ; | W. 
For they who to my Soul mould look, 
My Soul did pierce and wound. 
Their Words and Deeds did both conſpire, 
To grieve my grieved Heart; 
Their Scorns and Jeers were Swords and Spears, 
Which did increaſe my Smart. 
But ftill my greateſt Wound was here, 
My Lord I could not find; 
Had I my Lord, I ſhould not care, - 
Tho' others roy 'd unkind. 


8. Another Courſe I ſtraightway. took, 
I did repair to thoſe _ 
Who $6i0n-wards do often look, 
And did my Cale propoſe. 
Bleſt Souls, ſaid I, who oft attend 
At the Almighty” s Court, 
My Caſe to you I do confmend, 
That you may it report 
A Lord 1 have, or rather had, 
My Welk beloved One ; 
His Preſence us d to make me eglad, 
But, Ah, my Lord is gone! 
If when you-pray, he ſhould acquaint . 
You with his Love and Grace, 
Tell him from me, my Heart doth faint 
| And * for his Face.” 


which 16 Solomon "IN 


9. Wbo is, ſaid they, this Lord of chine Pr 7 
WM Faireft, let us know,- .,. 
Wherein does thine Others aer 
Ne ne dot, charge us o? 


10. My Aerrei Lord is White and Red; .- 
White thro' his Purity, 
Red thro' his Blood which he did Wed 
For ſuch an one as I. 

Was he not Red, but only White, 

The Lily, not the Roſe, 0 

He might delight the Angels Sight, 
But I am none of thoſe. 

Was he not White, but only Red, 

A Sufferer for his Sin, 

His Bl66@ would reſt upon his Head, 
Nor could 1 joy therein; 

But my dear Lord is White and Rea, : 
This Mixture pleaſetn me 
For, for my Sins he ſuffered, 

When he from Sin was free.” © 
What a feviving Sight i is this? | | 

A rigtiteoub Saviour's Blood; a. 6 
The (War of aaa] the a of N 


tih . SS 


* & S&# &©@ 


3 Fort — pelow; N 


Their creeping,..groyelling poor te 5 | 
Their Childiſh Minds do ſhow. 

Did but my glorious Lord appear, 
O did they him but know, ; . 


N K 2 a "What 5 = 


140 The Song of Songs 
W hat formerly their Glories were, 


Would be no longer ſo. 5 
The leſſer Lights all Jiſkppear: b its: 
When once my Sun doth ſhine; ' © 
And tho' Ten Thouſand Lords were her 
None could be like to mine. 


My Lord he is the King of Kings, 
The Faireſt of all Fairs; | 
Of all your fine and boaſted Things ; 
None with my Lord compares. (forth 
What's your thick Clay? Your, Stones bring 
Which ye your Jewels call; 
My Lord he is of real Wer, 
And goes beyond them all. 


11. His Godhead and his Goverament 
Are infinitely pure, 
Moſt glorious. and moſt excellent, , 
And eber ſhall endure. 7 


12, His is a pure and piercing Eye, 1 
Thro' all the Earth it moves, 

Which the dark Hypocrite doth ſpy, | 
And ſecret Good Approves. re 


"as Checks appear moſt ] and clear 
When he himſelf doth thow ; 3 
Methinks L in a Garden walk 2 
Where Flowers zac 4 grow. 1155 


When he doch my Affections ſtir, 1 200 
ſpeaks unto my Mind. 
2811 N r Me- 


- TA 


which is\Solomon's. 


Methinks the Lilies drop with NMynn, 
Such Savour do 1 find. 


141 


So ſweet a — 4 adorns his Face, fl 
His Face like Heay'n doth ſhine! 

And O what Muſick do I hear 
When he ſaith, I am thine! WE 


4. His Hands are like to Rings of Gold ; 
he Works of my Dear Lord, 
Are bright and comely to behold; N 
His Works fulftl: his Word. 7 


: The tender 1 of his Love 
How precious they be! ä | 
When I am griev'd_ his Bowels move, 
And loudly pews for me, 


The ſweet Pieces 8 my 123 
Are like his Purpoſe s 
Holy and pure, and firm and ſure, 1 
Both Love and Stedfaſtneſs. N 


His Countenanee majeſtical 
All Rev'rence doth command ; 
If he but frowns on us, we fall; 


But if he ſmiles, we Rand, 


15. His Mouth ; is moſt exceeding lo cet, - 
All Sweetneſs like an Hive; 225 6 
One Word of his like 1 0 i, 


O 10 it doth 1 regs! 
3 


142 The Song of Songs 
As 1 begun ſhould I go n 
My deareſt Lord to limn, 


You'd ſay, all Sweets a ae are 
And ſummed POE, 71 5 Jo_/ 


FROM 2A-935 M21 
My Lord is larger than Delires, © /-''\/ * „U F 
Fairer than Words tan ow; 11 d B. 


One comely Part fond Earth wins, 
My Lord is wholly ſo. 321 
[ e 


O Heavy ben Souls, this,"this' is be 

Of whom ye did nu rt; a FE 
This is the F che that loveth me, 

This is my Heart 80 Defire. „ THB1197 ae 


© o * F- \/4 
= E 

Ll . 1 1 . 
Dee * % s 44 . s 4 1 1 235 . i. 
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The VER 8 10 O N. 


* I 


C HAP. VI. The Denghters of bene 
Aireſi of Fairs, if thus jt be, 68 


© whither is he gone ? 
Tell us, that we may ſetk with thee ail 
This thy en 4 of 6 | ry F 


th Church. I. 95 a 


2. Dowh to his Garden he eee, er T. + 

Where Beds of Spicks a * | 

That he may feed And 2th re 
And gather Lies there. * 


which is Solomon's: 


. I am my Well-beloyed's own, 
My Well-beloyed's mine, 


He feeds and treads in pleaſant Meads, 


Where the bright Lilies ſhine. 


Chriſt. 


* like "Jeruſalem, 
And like an Army ſo compleat, 


Alen fly for fear of them, 


$5. O turn away thine Eyes from me, 
* Thy bright and ſparkling Eyes 3 „ 
To ref great Felicity, 


My Strength doth not ſaffice 
Thy hairy Locks are like ws Flocks 


Whic from Mount G ilead look; 


6., Sy are thy Teeth like well-ſhorn Sheep 
Come from the W, aſhing-brook. 
They Pregnant are as well as Fair, 
or Fruit as well as View ; 


For each of them ber Twins aoth bear, 0 


There's not one barren Ewe. 


7. As broke Pomegranate 1 cemeth ow, 
And ſhines exceedi ar; 


So do the Temples of thy Head 
Within thy Locks a 


K 4 


4. My Love, like Tirzah, Thou art 5 
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8. Thrice twenty. Queen. ſagetle aud, 

FN Ser 75 
And Virgins like the num'rous Sand, 
Which to the Sea adjoins. 


9. My ſpotleſs Dove fre is but one, 
The Darling of her. Mother, 
Who loves 272 her alone, 
obe knows not fach another. i 


The Daughters ſaw her comely Lines, 
And prais'd ber lovely Face ; 
Tea, all the Queens and Concubines 
Aw d ber bequteous Grave. 


10. What Morn looks forth ? MN. 507 Moon i "I ther es 
bat Sun may yonder be? 
Fierce Troops with Flags eee appear, 

O what a One is ſhe! © 


11. Jo the Nut- Garden down # went 
To ſee the Fruits below, © 

Whether the Vines their Grapes aid vent, 
And the * ranates £20: 


12. My Soul gave me a ſadden Twich, 
And made me nimbly ſlide, 

Like thoſe ſwift Chariots in which 

- Aminacib did ride. 


13. 


E 


. which is Solomon's. 
13. Return, return; O Shulamite, 
Return, return apace ; | 
That we may look with much Barbe: | 
Upon thy glorious Face. N. Rt: 
What in the Sarge, J. pray, bp th 
Do ye expect to ſee? 8 8854 
Tuo Armies ſet in good Array! 3 
Even uch a one is He. 


* * * 


K. he Paraphraſe. 
C HAP. VI. The Charch. . 


Hilſt thus my deareſt Love I praisd, | 
| , As 1 — do no leſ s, : 
They heard, they look'd, they ſtood amaz'd 
At my great Happineſs. 
And when I ceas'd, they thus reply'd, 
O Faireſt, we muſt Seid 
Congratulate thy bleſt Eſtate, - N 
Which ours ſo far exceeds. 
O that we were in ſuch a Caſe 
As we perceive thou art! 
0 that our Souls might find a Place .. CE 
In thy Beloved's Heart: Ne r 
Whither i is thy Beloved gone? _— 
Pray let us go with thee, 
To ſeek thy well-beloyed One, % | 
| Whoſe Face we fain would tee, : 


146, The Song, of Song s | 
2. If you my deareſt Lord would ſee, 
Then go into his Court : 
Look where his Saints aſſembled be, 
Thither you muſt reſort : 
For they his Pleaſure-Gardens are 
Where he delights to be; 
They are his Comfort and his Care, 
| here you my Lord may ſce. 
Some fall he breeds, and ſome he feeds, 
Others he doth remove 
Hence from his lower Gardens, to 


His Paradiſe aboye. 


3- Iam my Well-beloyed's own, 
My Well-beloyed's mine : 

To me his Love a Feaſt doth prove 
Beyond the richeſt Wine. 


Cbrift. 


4. My deareft Church, on whom Tfee 
fair and Royal Kamp, 

All Sweetneſa join d with Majeſty, 
Thou art both Court and Camp. 


Thy Prayers are Arms, thy Praiſes en, 
pi Thy Low is like & Dart; by . a 
Thy Feith and Graces. are fo ſtrong 

They overcome my Hurt. 
Thy fair Profeſſion. I efteem, | 
Becauſe it * rom Grace; 3 


f W bich 


Which makes hee WEN Joan, 
A, Hairs adorn the Face; 


6. Thy Paſtors, whichiprapate thy Food, 
Do in their Minds agree. 

Their Lives and Doch ines Both are good, 
Aud bring much Bow to me. 


and 


y Countegance fo 6 ſhines with Grace, | 
T5, many Hearts it moves ; ' 8 


And Grace's Colour in thy Face rand * A | 


Its great Ad vantage her FER 


8. The World preſents its glorious Gens; 0 


But what are thoſe to me 85 
In my dear Charc by. Pos | . 
All Glories 2 the. N 170 . <p> 


9. Earth's pride me e ele . 
Should but my Spouſe op | 

ho to her Mother and ia me. . 
1s ja vxceeding F 


Her aualle- Birth aud real Horth ... 


Have gain d her ſo much Fame, 
The greateſÞ Princes « of the Earth - 


22000 A d her 4 — 9 | 


1 join d with" Ma 
Ale Preſence rater , 0 


95 


Her Power.*with ul elf * 0 > 
get her both od an, 1 9 * * 


1 


Thy ? 


8 


b — 


— 
* 


'\ 
17. 
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11. I have been with er e 
have been down to ſee :e A: 3% 
What Buds dre on my render Plants, 
What. Hopes of Hui: Jo me. f 


12. in beg, ny 722 Gburch,. I bid my Face, 5 
Thou bay w If. bemoan ;- \ | 

I did but = ˖ aithful Love 

 . When thou thoug 107 Jus gone. 

My Bowels ke when. thou At 2 . 
My Love did me conſtrain, 

To hafte apace, and ſhew my Fa ace 
To thy griev'd Soul again. 


I 13. Return, return, my deareſt church, 
Return, return to ne; 1 

Thy Heav'nly Choir, and I defire. A(t gg 
Thy Bleſſed Face to ſee, © © 

My Heav'nly Hoſt, if ye would know 

UM Church State and Caſe; 

She is another Hoff below, 
* f an e Grate, | 


: 
, 1 
= 


c HAP. VIE. © bin. 
Daugbter a Prince, how Hair 


1. 


Are both thy oͤbdes and Feet“ 
Thy Foints and Thighs like Jewels ares. 


ele l diſerer, 


Wich is — (A 
3. Thy Navel as a Cu Compleat 
With Liquor doth abound ; 1 
Belly's like an Heap of ear, 
e Lilies do Jurround. ö 


\ 


F 
49 
« ©, 


3. Thy two Breuß ts are lis two young Roes | 


Well » and well agreed. 
Both which are loving 7 wins, and 1. 
Among the Lilies feed. 


4. Thy Neck, like Ivory, is eg ar, 

” Sod like a Tower moſt ſiraight - 
Thine Eyes, like Heſhbon-Peols, which are 

Hard by Bath-Rabbim Gate, 
Thy Noſe is like to Leb'non's Tower, 

The Tower which doth command 
Damaſcus-Town, the chiefe Heuer 

Of all the Syrian Lang. 


5. Thine Head on thee like Carmel ; '"'Y 

; * hive Hair like Purple lain d, 
Thy Galleries ſo take his Eyes, 

The King is there detain d. 


6. How fair 2 art thou how pleaſant # art, 
My Love, unto my Sight / | 

So feveetly crank in every Part, 

bon art N whole ne 


77. Unto the Palm-Tvee' Fr compare 
Thy Stature ſtraight and fine; 


— 


mcg of Songs 


9 
Thy Breaſts appear both full and yan" 7 
| Like Cluſters of the I ue. ERIE as 4 137 
8. Iſaid, 1 will this Palm-tree cli inn Bot 
II fearch ber Branches well; 1 


Breuſts. ſhalknow like Clufter & . 
i Noſe like" Apples: nel, re = . 
3 Palat?”s like the choiceſt 's 


for my Friend I keep, 
Which ſweetly, s, and cauſeth 759% 


To PT thut us are Sleep. 5 q I, 


The res. 1 780 . wi 

10. Iam my Well-heloved's PU. 
And he is wholly mine; ie 

The Stream of his Aﬀe&ion " eee 5 2. 

Doth towards mo inclinmee. 4 


11. Come, my Beloved, let a us TJ |; 
Into the Fields Abroad; Nei Mas! - 

And.in the Villages below aun 3. 
Let's take up our Abode. a A * 


12. Let's get up early i in the Morn, . 
And to the Vineyards $83 47 het ? Th 
To lee what Fruits the Trees adorn, . INS. 
Whether the Vine doth OW < N Th 
Whether the tender Grapes-appear; --. 8 | 
And the Pomegranates thrive, 
oo Hopes of the enſuing Tear) 4 4. 
* thee MPs Loves III give. TY 


— 


which 5 is Solomon” 5, 15 


13. Thy Mandrakes ſmell; and at our Door 
All enfants Fruits. there be; . 

Both New and Old, which are my Store 
Laid up, my Love, for thee. 


The Paraphraſe. 
CHAP. IE Chrift 


Daughter of the Mi ghty God, 
How comely are thy Feet ? 


with oſpel-preparation ſbod 
* by Carriage how difereet ? 


2. Thou art both fair and fruitful too, 
Great Numbers thou doſt breed, 
Which with good Meals the Word and Seals 


T7! pou libr ral doft feed. 


3. The two Breaſts of thy Te laments 


Moſt friendly do 2 
Which Nt * and ſaveet Content | 

To new=born Babes afford. 
The Cries of a diſtreſſed Soul, 

Theſe Breaſss 4 427 fil. | 
Theſe Breaſts make glad whom Sin makes Jad, | 


220 Breaſts the. Hungry fil. 


4. Thy Faith is thy flrong Fort and male,” 
Dine U nder landing char; j 


th 
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Thy judging and diſcerning Power Foa 
informs when Danger s near. Ss 7 
157 K Chriſt, thy Head of Eminence, 2 8 
All others doth exceed ; f 9. £ 
Thy Chriſt, thy Head of Influence, as & 
2 Thy Grace aoth keep and feed. It n 
V ber bir, A,  mblies exerci iſe N 

7 heir Graces 2 given, | | 
The King walks in the Galleries 10. 
As in another Heaven. [ 
6. My Church who art mo we, moſt fair, Lan 
How dear art thou and feet, l 
| In whom all Sweets compacted , \ 11. 
| In whom all Graces meet. REN A 
. Under thy Weight thou flouriſhe 3 
7 the ah Na , 2 . L 
My Church, the more thou art dereft, "Ry 
The, greater is thy Growth, © + 
The Bres s of 4 Two 7. ament s ; Und 
Like % 4 7 the FCA ; 4 
Are full o Juice, which for thy Uſe . Gout 
ield Flore 7 Heav'uly Wine. | * 
| 8. When I  perceic/d thy Soul to bios * 

Like to a fruitful Tree, | 

Then I drew near that I mig I cheer, 13. 
Aud joy myſelf in thee.” * | "W 
Nor did 7 empty-handed come, Saint 


- 5 addeg to IX Kore; | Ar, 
EEO God's. 


which is Solomon's, 153 
God's Word came then more near and home, 
- Thy Graces ſcented more. 


9. 7 by Speech is like the cboiceſi Mine, 


So 12 and /o ſtrong, 
It makes % Sinners Heart Dj vine, 


And ſanctiſies his Tongue. 


The Charch.. 


10. My deareſt Lord's Affection 
cannot but admire; 

I am my Well-bcloved's own, 
I am his Heart's Delire. 


11, Igladly with my Lord could talk; 
And ſpend both Night and Day; 

Come, Land, let us together walk, 
Loet us togerher ſtay. | 


12. Come, let's go ſee what Fi fuits and F lowers 
Adorn thy Garden-Place ; 

Upder the Sud ſhine and the Showers 
Ot Days and Means of Grace, 

Could 1 but fee thy Children ipringy * 

And in an happy Frame; * 

O how ſhould Ire ice and fic ing, 

And love thee for the ſame? 


t 5: Thy Saints their Services preſent 
Which of ſweet Savour be; 
Saints New and Old within my Tent; 


Are kept from Heav'n and Thee. - 
1 Fh 
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The, VERS I O N. 


CH AP. VEE. The Church. 


Would to.God thou wert as near 


To me as is my Brother, 


That fill'd the Lap and ſuek'd the Pap a 


Of my moſt tender Mother. 
When without ſhould ?light on thee, 
Then I thy Lips would Kits; 

Yea, 1 ſhould not defpited be, | 
Nor diſeſteem'd for this. 


2, l'd bring thee to my Mother's Tent, 
Who would inſtruct thee there ; 
Pomegranate-Wine of taunt. Scent 


Should be thy Royal Fare. 


His Leſt-hand undergcath my ed 
3 lovingly be plac'd, 


His Rightchand o'er me ſhould be < ſpread, 


Thus ſhould ! be embrac d. 


4. Le Daughters of Ieruſalem,. 
Iiis you | charge and bind, 

Not once to move or wake my Lore 

a 2 it be his Mind. 8 


which is Solomon's, 155 


The Darzhters of Jeruſalem, 
5. Out of the Deſart doth aſcend 
A comely Sight to ſer, 


One leaning on hen deareſt. Friend, 
O what d one is bel. 0 


| The Church, . 


Under the ſhady Apple-tree 
Thee did I raife and rear; 

Thy Morher travail'd there with thee, 
Thy Native Place was there, 


6, O ſeal thine Image on mine Heart, 

O ſeal it on mine Arm; 

For Love, like Dcath, goth caſt its Dart, 
And ſealo ly 1 is warm : 

'Tis like tit ve, Role keen Deſire | 
Nothing can ſatisfy; 

The Coals thereof #8 Coals of Fire 
That flame vehemently. 

"Ie RE 6 Floods 

7. Waters can't quench Löbe Flame, nor 
Can Love's Height overflow ; | 

It one for Love would give his Goods; 
The Price would be too low. 


The Jewiſh Churth, * * 4 \ 


8, No Breafts on our ſmall Siſter grow, 
Nori is ſhe yet admir'd ; Þ 
| L. 2 . What 


156 be Song of Song, 
What ſhall we for our Siſter do, 


When ſhe ſhall be deſir d * 0 
* 
Cbrip... Rene) © 

9. We'll build on her a Silver Court, I; 
If ſhe a Wall ſhall be; | 

Or if a Door, her we'll 2 3 As 

With Board of Cedar 7 

The Jewiſh Charth, | 
10. Iam a Wall both ſtrong and tall, 14. 
My Breaſts, like Towers, are t; 9 | 


(I then his Sight did much delight, | 
As one that YO * 


cri. 


II. At Baal-Hammon King Sclomen 
A Vineyard did poſſeſs ; 2 

. Keepers he ſent, to the Intent 
Ppbey might his Vineyard areſs >; 

And thus with them he did agree, Ms 
phat for the Fruit it gave; 

A Thoujand Sitoer n | 

Of each of. them ſhould bene Fc. 


- 12. My Vine yard which belongs to me 

I know not how to ſpare, 
It ever lies before mine Eyes, 
It is my conſtant Care. 9955 


37 


| which is Solomon's. 1 57 
But thou, O Solomon, muſt have © 

A Thouſand for thy Gaius; 
And thoſe that keep its Fruitz may crave 
Teo Hundred for their Pains. 


13. Aud now farewell, thou that doft dwell 
In Gardens here below ; X 
As thy Companions hear thy Voice, 
Ss ler me bear it too. 


The Charch: 


14. Haſte, my Beloved, like a Roc 
Which Fn her Courſe fulfills ; 
O that thou wert like a young Hart 

Upon the bier Hills! 


LO 


_ 


- 


The Paraphraſe. 
C HAP. VIII. Ihe Church. 


1. ORD, that thou wert as near to me 
As is my Mother's Son, 
Such Freedom would I have with thee 
As if we both were One. 
I would impart my very Heart 
To one that was ſo near, > 
Whoſe Nearneſs ſhould advance my Love 
Above all flaviſh Fear. 


36 God's Holy Church, my Mothes Dear, ; 
| Should me ſuch Ledures read; 


158 The Sung of Songs 
I I ſhould provide ſuch Heav'nly Chear, 
W hereon thou the to feed. | 


2 And then ſhould thou thy Love diſplay, \ 
The Riches of thy Grace, Th 
Thy Left-hand then my Head mould ſtay, 1 
TE hy Right my Heart embrace. * 
4. Chriſt's Love my Heart doth fo ALY I ff 
This Charge I needs muſt give; 4 
All ye that own his Sacred d ame, SE O! 
Do not his Spirit grieve. | FI. 4 EI 


Lord, leaye us not, yet if 'thou witt, 
With Teats we'll own thy Right; 
But a Departure forc'd by Guile” - M: 
Makes a tempeſtuous N Night, 8 


Pre 


In 

Weak Chriſtians. C | 

$. What ſtrange aſpiriug Jouls are _— = 
Which do this World diſdain ; | 
Who on their Lord themſelves repoſe, | 4 | Tt 
Heav'n's s Kingdom to obtain f eee Eft 

: The Church. ho 7 WMH | _ 
Under thine Ordinances Shale wy 4 A 


I fought and found thine Aid; © 
For there thine Entrance frlt was müde, 
Thy Graces firſt convey d. 


6. Lord, bear my Name upo upon thy Breaſt, * 
Ehgrave it on chine Heart; | 


\ * 


74 
nne 


. 


which is Solomon's. 159 


There let it be ſo ſure poſſeſt 
It thence ſhall neer depart. 
For Love, like Death, doth caſt a Dart 
Which wounds me to the Quick: 
Thy Preſence, Lord, ſupports my Heart, 
Thine Abſence makes it fick. 
Should'ſt thou but ſeemingly diſdain 
My Heart ſo deep engag'd, 
I ſhould be tortur'd with ſuch Pain 
As could not be aſſuag d. 
O love me, Lord, or elle I dic! f 
Thee, Lord, my Love doth crave, 
My Lord, ſhould*ſt i thou my Love deny, 
My Love would be my Grave. 
My Love doth flame; my Jealouly 
So burns miy Heart and Eyes, 
1 I muſt embrace my Lord, or I. 
Muſt be Love's Sacrifice. 


7. Whole Seas of Trouble cannot quench 
Love's everlaſting Fire 
Though Hell oppoſe whom I have choſe, 

I cannot but admire. 

None but a Chriſt, none but my Lord, 
No Bribes can take with me; 

A profter'd World would be abhor: > 

OW Chriſt, and none but He! 


The Jewiſh Church. 


8. Remember the blind N ations, Lord, 


Who in the Dungeon grope; | 
| a He 1 And 


. 


160 The Sons of Songs 
And lack the Sun-ſhine of thy Word, 
Yet Pris'ners are of Hope. 2 
When once the Hour of m oy Def en | In 
Harh on theſe Captives one, | P 
When they are call'd and own'd'for thine, Dre 
What afl be further done; | CY 
Fwod).. Th: 
| _ Clrip. 4 
9. If they be conſtant to my "Name 4 13. 
| 5-5 firnily hold my Word, 1 0 
They ſvall be bleft with Strenerh and Fame, No 
And honour d by their Lord; | "Rf 
If they will open at my Call, | As 
© That I with them may dell, 36 
Il hold them faſt, and make them la "ft —_ 
Againſt. the Gates of Hell. | ( 
| The Jewiſh Church. 
10. Lord, I am conſtant to thy Name, | WE: 
And firmly hold thy Word; * 11 
(1 bad a Smile upon the ſame Ei 2 An. 
From = mot Sracious h on \ 
8 Cr. 7. 
1 1. I nor admire nor imitate „ | 
Thoſe who their Vineyards Et; Goh 
Who of their Profit do abate © E. ks 


. they ye Ea ny get, 8 
12, $5 


which is Solomon's. 161 


12. My Church and Vineyard is 4 
, Care and my Delight ;--- + 

I myſelf keep it every Day, * 
And watch it every Night. 

fare by my Hand, watoh'd by my Þys, 

Its Fruit to me abounds; 

The Praiſe of its Fertility | 
Whol) to me redounds. 


0 www «+4 


13. My deare ſi Gbarch, who art compos d 
Of diverſe Companie ndnd, 


Now we have both our Minds dj iſfclps'd, 
I'll end with this, Advice: | 


As all the Member's gide an Ear 4 8 

- Unto) thy gracisus Strain, 2K M Of * 

S let me often from thee. hear, OW nec 57 

Until wwe meet dgwjn dif! 
The ON . 8 e 


13. Ah my Dear Saviour! LR me, 
Preſerve me in thy Heart; . 
And Oh make halte, make haſte, that \ we - 
May meet and neyer part. ins | 


D 1 v E * 


AND 


L. A Z A R U'S. 


N Judabs Vale a Alan f Wealth abode, 
Vile as a Beaſt, yet worſnipp d as a God; 
Who Hrian Cloaths, and Egypt's Linen wear, 
And on whoſe Table met Land, Sea and Air. 
Beneath the Threſhold of his outmoſt Gate 
A pale, deformed, horrid Carcaſe fate : 
Another Fob, but "of more fixed Woes, 
Who . his * never once arofe. | 


* God belp me Wasn N ame. God was 18 all; 
T hoſe few that knew him, Lazarus did him 
call. 8 ; 
Need, Pain and Scorn, at once did on bim lie; 
His Bed was Earth, nis Covering was the Sky. 
Nothing had he to pay off Nature's Scores; 
Empty he was of Bread, but ſull of Sores, 
* 


* 
* - 4 
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- 
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* The Engliſh of Lazarus, 


Dire vl TaKarth, 163 li 


Hung er (that Rack) will make a Man confeſs = 
What modeſt Minds endeavour to ſuppre a 1 
Sharp Hunger whets the Wir, and mends its | | 
Strain, Ja des 
It hurts rhe Bowels, but it helps the Brain. 
A Servant paſs'd the Gate, where, 10 He Guns 
This ractul Object grovelling on the Ground. 
Said Lasurus, Sir, If Pie be my due, 
— Fo 2 Mfr. n Ae ho yaa. FT 
* 


Er e his "Pati, 5 
0e. g, I bumbly fru, AF 
1 45 Natery ee ne, 


1 am a *Borderer on the Grave, - : 


Hal, Alain with hure Nereſſmy. 
Far Childrets Brend Id dot call; 81 it A 


I do not ask your Servants — * 


Qual y the Sweepiug of: yaur- Full A 
1 608, and what your Dogs may, hone 


Daom me nat, Hir, to periſþ at your. Gate, 
Who may preſerve me ar 0: bea 4 Rate, ey ” 
For. Father Judab's Saks ſome Fr 77 giorg. 
P'tl ſerve t at # God's Abars whi, N Ram. 


” 104 


2. 


f . pr 
fees "ra Anſever.” by N l - 4 4 
at Dog is this that dares pre, me on me 
L Acta be all ſack crawling Pads as he * 
Peſt of my Gate, Vetmin that cre ep fo nigh, © © | 
w——mm— hate em; let him rot an die. In 1 


164 Dives and Lazarus. 
8 *. - : ; | | 5 : 1 
In vain the poor Man's Thoughts purſu'd his 


The were human, but their Lord a Brute; 
They left their Snarling to their Maſter's Face; 
They ran, and Lazarus gently did embrace. 
He was the pity'd Patient of thoſe Hounds, 
Whoſe lambent Tongues did*cool his burning 


| Wounds, , 


This done, the ſqualid'Vaſſals of the Times 
Scorn'd ragged Virtue, honour'd purple Crimes. 
Things are miſ-jadged by the purblind Eye, 


Which views their Poſture, not their Tendency, 


Till DT right its injar'd Laws, 
Which doth not weigh the Perſon, but the Cauſe. 
5 | SDS. WIE WS 
Nor Rags, nor Sores, are Clouds that can 
| diſguiſe | | PIE. 
A ſplendid Soul to Heaven's Soul- ſearching 
Earth's Sat was Heaven's Dives; Earth's 
„ eee hab n 
Was a mect Gueſt for Heaven to entertain. 
Now comes the Golden Hour that ſets him free 
From his Apprenticeſhip to Mitery, 


: 


is flipt into its Bed of Reſt. 
A Treaſure tis, tho? Funeral Coſt it wants; 
The richeſt Mineral is the Duſi 175 Saint; 
He was his own (moſt ſerious) M ourner here $\ 
He mourn'd enough, he needs no hired Tear. + 


£12 


. - 


. 
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His Corps (the Grave's old Neighbour) long 
3 undreſt Ply Up, ert £3 * 99 


The 


Dives aud Lazarus. 165 
The Time is comie that Lazarus muſt be clad 
With ſuch fine Linen Dives never had. 

The Time is come that Lazarus muſt be fed 


With Heaven's "mic Juices, and Tt Anas 


Bread. 


There is a Table richly ſpread * I 
There is an everlaſting Feaſt of Love; 


A Feaſt which Friends and ee doth 


maintain, 
Pale Envy is not there, nor. proud . C 
They all are one, in one they all agree, 
One is their all, which makes all one to be. 
Here's Height of Mirth with Depth of Seriouſ 
Plenty without the Hazard of Exceſs; (neſs, 
Here ay 117 full Joys in Hand, full Joys in View, 
Here Wine and Appetite are ever New; 3 
Ever begins their Feaſt and ne'er doth end, 
Whom growing Loa ves and living Streams 
ebend; 
Their Harps are  well-firung Hearts, well runed 
-\ "4 4 + TLONENES, -- oy 
And facred Hallclujahs are their Songs: 
Here fit the Saints, here the Believers Sie 
Is nobly ſeated in his rich Attire ;} ..,.; 
Hither the King of Heaven new Gueſts does: call 
Nor can he come too late that comes at all. 
The mighty onewho dwell and rules on High, 
Angels 3 with an obedient Eye. 
Ttie Secrets of his Breaft they do not Skill, 
But are the truſty Servants of his Will. 


— 


Thus 


. 
- 
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Inn that Land chiefly lay their Lord's Affaits, 


s _ Dines and Lazaro . 
bee ae be them H- Lararus to Wirt 
At les; — — take bis Plus * Abraham's And 


\ Breaſts. .. The) 

They heard with Rev ehe, and obey d their . 
c 

Joy rais'd IF Hurti, ank nin OOR their * 
Ming. 10 

They fled from Heaven; yet Heaven was wich Let 
them ſtill, Div. 

It was the? Heaveri to do their Maſter's Wilt Vat 


They ſtõpr nov at the Stars (thar pi antes ber He's 


W hs went to view a brighter Star Below. [His 
The Point defign'd they well did underſtand, He! 
Who had old Voy'gers been to Canaain's Land, Wh 
There Had they been Lotis Gueſts (ho was. | 

- their Ward: J.-J 4 But 


There had they been Eliſbu's gaming Guard, 


"They traſſick d there for Souls Ceroter precious 
| Wares.) 
Soon came they where lick Lazaris had his 


oy c Lare, 
They 


flopp'd' and edited: * heir Paſſenger 
No Vibrant found they with him but the Ef 
No Nurſe but Faith, no Cordial but the Wor 
They heard him pray ring, Lord: . ſhow, 
"Far: Hara e Are lere below, s itri 


This ſaid, he Geh'd; ad s of Life mn 
He gave his Soul, and they his Soul weg . 
ith 


Dives and Dart x6 - 
With Shouts and Songs Wer up they 


| went, 
And to the Company did him preſent; (Gueſt, 
They ſhouted all, and joy'd the new-come 
He gently ſtops, and learis on Abrahem'sBreats. 

Whom Dives curs'd and ſtately Fookgdifdain'd, 
How is he bleſ#d ! How is he enterta f 
Tho' Virtue here on Earth neglected lies ; 
Yet Heaven will raiſe it, for tis born to riſe. 
Dives, that ſil ken God, muſt never die, 
Unlels his Creatutes and falfe Prophets lie. ** 
He's ſafe, if Death he caſts as far behind | 
His Body, as it is below his Mind. 
He's always young, he learns it from his Glaſs, 


Which ſmooths his furrow'd Brow and a 


„eee. 
But a cold ſtriking Hand conſutes the Eye, 
Down falls his areting Glaſs, his Fancies die ; 
His Garden-Walks muſt him no longer know, 
The Life-Tree in his Garden doth. not | 
' His Palace muſt be chang'd for a dark 055 
That was his Inn, but this muſt be his Home; : 
He muſt no longer ar his Table ſtay, 
The Voider (Darth is come to — 5 aw 
Death, that (bbon⸗ (both Name and) )Thing 
| comes on, 
And potently torments this potent One: 
It makes amazing Breaches; and, in ſhort; 
Hath ſeiz'd the Out-work, and attacks the Fort, 
In what a wretched Pofture does he lie! 
He cannot live, and yet he dares not die. 


© = 
oF 
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168 Dives and Lazarus. 
His Debt muſt be diſtrain· d; for he'll not pay, 
Nor yield his Ghoſt; it muſt be fetch'd away, 


He ipurns, he ſtruggles, but Death Keeps him 


e nder, 
And with one Stroke tears Fleſh and Soul 


TIE aſugder ; 
Then rang the Houſe with his five 8 


Cnes ; 
Alas! Our Brother! 10 they clos'd his Eyes. 
His outward Parts are waſh'd, his inner Rooms 
Stuff d with Arabian Sweets and rich Perfumes, 
Now, Death his Purple i is, now he's allow'd 
Fine Linen too, but tis a Fun'ral Shroud ; 


_ Gravefac'd SpeQtators with their Garments <ICH | 


And & Lips attend, the Room doth 
* mourn. * 

Ah what. a poor Revenge i is this on Fate! : 

For one that cannot live, to lie in State. 

Amidſt the gazing Crowd the Bearers come, 

 WithPompthey bring him to his paintedTomb, 
Minitrels and Trumpeters their Noiſes join, 

And Women ſell ſalie Tears for current Coin. 

Now leſt his Friends N in ſalt Streams be 

drown d, 
The Cup of. Conſolation goes its Round: 
But ſtay, my Soul, 'tis Death that thou maſt 


ri 
Not Shadows: which dead Bodies do enſue, 


What Pl 7 2 Notion and Abſurdity 


Is this to living Men that they mult die 3 
Enn 


7 
— 


Dives and Lazarus. 169 


Gum Death on his pale Horſe triumphant rides, 
He ſtrikes us throꝰ dur neateſt Kinſman's Sides. 
Vet are we ſenſeleſs as the ſtupid Mule, 
Live as Exceptions from the common Rule; 
We caſt a Cloth o'er Death; tis ſoon forgot ; 
We charm» the Serpent, and it ſtings us not.. 
Nou might one let this pleaſant Error paſs, 
If Death was all; but Death his Second has; 
When once the Biffolution-Hour i is come, 
Out goes the Soul to hear her final Doom, 


Y ou who have lightly heard the Fun'ral K nell, 
Now hear the Voice which dooms the Soul to 
Hell; 
| Far thoſe what Hearts an Earthquake will not - 
2 ſhake, 
Fhro'Heaven's loud roaringCai nnon may awake, 
Diver black Ghoſt (all Horror and Deſpair) 
Is from its Priſon ſnatch'd to th diſmal Bar; 
Behind him the impatient Devils roar, 
His Sins (thoſe worſt of Devils) ſtand Beſbre; 
With Terrors thus beſieg'd in every Place, 
He hears a Voice, but might not ſee the Face, 
The Voice was Thunder roaring in his Ears, 
The Wordswere tearing Bolts and flamingSpears; 
„o, thou .accurſt, vile Caitif, hence a wr. 
o damned Ghoſts; come Devils, take your Prey.” 
Struck with this Thunder, down he ſunk, he ſell, 
And was a Triumph to- the Fiends of Hell. 85 
IT ingenious T-yrants did a Council pack, 
Their Malice {ets their Wits ypon the Rark, 
M When 


* \ » N 
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170 Dives and Lazarus. 
When they had jointly ſtudy'd to torment, 
For their pale Paſoner then in hafte they ſent ; 
They chain'd and ſtakꝰd him to a furious Flame, 
W here conſtant Streams of Brimſtone ſeed the 
ie. yy 
Behold Sin's Martyr, - ak Hell's Sactifice ! 
He yells and howls, and vents unpity'd Cries. | 
He finds no friendly Ear or tender Eye, 
He feels a Thouſand Deaths, but cannot die; | 
Like burning Braſs, he's fir'd in every Part, F 
A Vulture lives upon bis living Heart. 
God's gone, he's gone, and what an Hell i is this, 
To be depriv'd of everlaſting Biilts !. 
O this eternal Baniſament is .warle, | 
Than all the Remnant of the Doom day Curſe. ao 
This Hell of Hell may, thus be, underſtood, FR 
e 
] 
] 


No Torinents are lo bad as God is good, 

' Beſides, an Appetite in Man doth lie, 
Which nothing but a God can fatisfy ; 
And tho? his Appetife be here deluded | | 
By various Objeds in God's room obtruded, - 4 
Vet when at Death all theſe are laid aſide, 21 
Then thirſts the Soul for God, but is deny i4] IF 

This Thirſt unquench'd is uch an inwardö F yh 

An Hell in Hell is its deleryed Name; & 

In Hell there cannot be aft Atheist, 60 

iz Hell in Hell that God is dearly miſt. 2 

Poor Dives cries, © The God for whom 7 g =” 

«6 cannot ſee, becauſe Tuould vor ſer ve 282 
bleed to think, (and thinking is my Tate) 1 
ES de Ht: often knocked at * bolted [Gate,* 1 

A Where 


% 


4 Where are Hs Bit) on which my Lo, . aid 


84 * . 
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4 4 


be 7 he 8055 + for which I caſs myo Away 1 
t M here s now my Pomp, uy nd wy Fe if 
uud Sports, 
* 20 Chains lud, me from Abo facred 
Courts? | © 
7 0 did my Ho: iſe 15 Ae the Temp 15 fund 4 
« Odd I periſh our of Judah. Lanka / 
« Aight I be try'd once more, But tis to lite, 
. N bath loc d the golden M -.cy-2ates 
ow. I believe and tremble; 1 repent, | 
« But my Repentance 1s my Pun * 
4 It 3s, not Virtue, but Neceſſity; 


„ Ala, how miſ⸗ iſcrably w wie am 1 
% g bt, I return yow tot 


at 5 — P Night, 


« jVhich veild me ere my Parent ſaw tie Lishts F 


el me, Mut J lie here, and ne er come out? 


He rayes and flings his Cuifts round about, 
He curs'd ;both Hear a and Hell, he cursed tre" -: 1 
Earth, 


He curs'd the Day. that witnefs'd to his Birku: : 
But 8 can his Fears. his Grieſs aſſuage, 


Not does it cool his Heart to vent his Rage, 
This keen Reflection makes the Furnace glow, 
* It muſi be ever with me a is how. | 


e. tells; Fl, lames. 0 Ajhes will produce: B uf [ 


« Miſt ever dj ing live; and living die. 
/elord 4 a4 Balm ff Pati nee 


3y#t 21 bear; Tis 
. the Poor's ; Phjch, but it r grows, rof here : 
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1722 Dives nn CE 
« My Soul is fill d with Home-bred Tears and H 


Taunts; Ti 
« J its own Fury, and. 22 is haunts. H. 
60 Pity was wont in "Miſery 5 Houſe to dwell, At 
« But I am haled by the And of. Hell. Ol 
« Time us'd to be a Surgeon good at Wounds ; H 


« But Iam got beyond its happy Bounds. _ 
"ep Vessel charg'd 7 with ſeal, vv am 74 6 
« Hoop'd in the Circle 4 Evernity.” P | 


You who affect the pleafant Path to Hell, „ 
And love Damnation in its Cauſes well, 4 
Lol ſtraight before you on your Journey? s End, | 
D > ye not tee th? Internal 8mõał aſcend? H 


Have not ſome Sparks into your Boſoms flown, 
Wnereby the neighb'ring Coaſts may well be 
known? | 
Bold Sinner, ſtop, no further Prog preſs make, 
Left your next Step be in the fiery 1 Lake; 
But Gh: He ridicules his Soul's Affairs, 
And labours to be damn'd at unawares. 
His Humour would not beat a Countermand; 
Alas for them who hate to underſtandd. 
Who on. their Souls Experiments will ty, 
At the Charge of a fad Eternity. | 
Alas for them who never will awake | 
Till they are plung d into the burning Lake. 


Dives was here ſtruck blind with flattering Lyes, 
Now the Hell- brand liſts up his flaming Eyes; 
He pies the Region where the Happy dwell, 
But er at Diſtante is another Hell. hs 2 
yy He 


| Dives and Lazarus. 173 
He ſpies a Canaun's Feaſt; for chiefly there 

The Natives of his Country do appear; 

He ſpies bleſt Abrabam with his faithful Race, 

And Lazarus ſitting next to Abrabam's Place. 

Oh ! How it twinges and torments his Eyes? 

His Scorn to Envy turns, and thus he cries ; 

« The Scoundrel who lay ſtarving at my Gate, 

« Is now a Peer in Heaven, and Angels Mate; 

« The Beggar ſits and feeds on Angels Fare, 

« His Rags are Robes, ſuch as Heaven's Nobles 

| &« The Dag, whom in Derifion once I had, (wear; 

« I; urn d into a Star, which makes me mad. 
Now Dives is the Beggar, and applies 

Himſelf to Abraham with his mournful Cries. 


* 
— 
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Dives %% Petition. 
X Father Abraham, pity me, 
| Who with tormenting Flames am flung, 
For Pity whither ſhould I ee 
But to the Bowels whence T ſprung ? 
he Grapes rich Blood Ido not crave, 
Water's cheap Element will ſuffice ; 
Aud tho my Topgue thirſts for a Wave, 
For one poor News it only cries. _ 
75 Lazarus moiſt ned Finger may you pleaſe 
9 give my ſcorched Tongue one Moment's Eaſe. 


— . 


1 dzpell in Flames, and Flames in me do dwell, 

O for s Drop from Heaven to ſweeten Hell. 

Mark how the Wheel is turn'd, the Time is come. 

He begs a Drop, who once deny d a Crumb. 
| M$. hs wire **0 M 3 : *- Right- 


re C x 
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1 
4 * | Vives and Lazarus, iP 3 Hy 


RT As Glory of God 40 1 ogen to oY 
What can | tell kuss then! but Miſery; 
| = mber, Son, the Heay thy FEETRaTE tod, 
Earth wa thyHeay! Ar Fs farewast bud. 5 
Remember Lazarus had his Hell below, . | 
Thou v ert the Devil which did cauſe hig Wor iP F 
Now ag his Rags Heau 15 Rohes, with 8 ach 1 
| cams, 
Thy P vole, F lames, thy Junkets, fulph' rouy p 
Ay . AL BP L 
Is he thy Wiſh who was thy Scorn before ? T, 
Shall Lazar: now be welcome to thy Door? 
Aud dot imagine ſomeę fair Bridge to lie 2 4. 
Between the white and black Eteriuty ?? 
No, there's a mighty Gulf which rends in twain 
The fiery Region and the Ætlierial Plain. 


4 
Se 
7 
: 
We arc too happy'to be difpoſſeſt,” C 
7 
of 
8 
1 
U 
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And You fo curſed, you hy ne'er. be bleſt; 3 
Weare fo rais'd, "that we ran never fall, | 
And you fo fink, you cannot riſe at all, bare, 
Once Angels went from Heaven to Hell; but 
They blacken'd were to Devils and accu; 
Since thoſe Stars ſell, none of the Heavy'nly Holt, 
Dr dig, or ſhall, viſit the Infernal Coat.” 7 
3 "T6 ydu tis bitter; but to us / tis ſweet . 
5 That we are parted, ard muſt neyer mett ; 
hs 73 Heay'n 
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Heav'n were not Heav'n, if it near Hell was 
plac'd, 


Nor Hell were Hell, if it of Og n mizht 1 5 | 


Can our pure Light with Smoke and Darkneſs 
ko aAwel. ...:. 
ThePoles ſhall ſooner meet than Heav'n andHel. | 
Though Speech avails not, racking Mitery 
Extorts fiom him another 'froilels N. | 


—— - 3. $ * 8 


— — — — — * 


Di ves bis Second Petition. 


Zet, Father, nd an Ear to me. 
om Earth to Heaven a Way is pad; 


r ſuch an envious Gulph there be, 
r 


How elſe came Lazarus to be ſav'd? 


Let me fo [mall a Boon entreat, 
That Lazarus may his Steps repeat. ; 
And that he may embodyd go, 

Aud tell the Stories 0 of my Woe 

To my froe Brethren, ꝛc ho all dwell I 2 


* 


.My Father's Houſe (Ob. '' bad we never been C 


Brethren in Bond of Nature and of Sin.) 
O Kt bim tell then that there is a, God, 


. Whoſe Sceptre is a Sin-revenging Rod; 


And lit him tell them that advent'rous ; Drolls 
Shall find unto their Coft that they have Souls... 
Mine fluck #1 Scabbard till its angry Lord 
Unſbeathed it, and prov'd a flaming Sword. 
That Liluheck, Death, draws Spirits on our | 
rs ©, ah 


M4 And 


176 Dives and Latariis. 
Aĩd let bim rell them that the Sadducee 
Shall be Hells Convert, and recant- with me; 
Wi bil/} they he ſleeping on the Brink of Hell, 


he Smoke they ſee not, nor the Brimſtone ſmell * 


| There, they'll diſport themſelves with Golden 
De oo ER Rag 

Till-they betray em do theſe burning Streams. 

But let him ſtare them with an hollow: Sound; 


Thar they (lie Lot) may-flee-their-curfed Ground: 


O ſend him quickly.; teſt. they tumble in, 

Aud prove the flaming Records of my Sin 
Lan Ino Water get at my Defir © 
Jet, O! no more, no more new. Flakes of Pire. - 
This Abraham heard with unrelenting Ears; 
No Pity's due to Hell-hoynds 


Abraham his Anſwer. 


e Heay'n bow'd down and zouch'd 


N th; Arabia Bulb. 
And gave a Sample of the Sacred Will. 


To Mo/es' Hands, that choſen Man of God, 


Copies were taken, and dilpers'd: abroad. 
(So his kind Arms abroad the River flings, 
So the free Sun extends his ſruitful Wings; 
As this moſt ſacred Light itſelf diſplays, 
And gilds the Tents of Jacob with its Rays.) 
For Saints to come from God there is no Cauſe; 
Himſelf came down, and did promulge his Laws. 
Need £azeras take a Journey from. the Sy, 
When Wiſdom at y ourBeethren'sGates doth 1 y? 
N | et 


# . 


Cries and Tears. 


Dives and Lazarus. 1 77 * 


Lev them hear Moſes, read by their. Divines 
I'th' Synagogue, to which their Houſeadjoins; | 


—_ 


And let them read the revetend Prophets next, 


Ender wond'rous Commentators on lle ns 


11 


8988 


Dives bio Rh. N 


SES (is true) was an e Guide, 
So were thoſe Sixteen Prophets on his Side, 
This I as much believe as if I ſaw © 

The flaming Maunt, and heard the fiery FI 
When every W or d was accented with Fhunder, 
Mphich rent thoſe Oaks, theJewjſh Hearts fares 
*Tis here as nec: 7 2 believe, | | 
As it is natural to 75 e and grieve. 

I that am now a Proof of. Rives Weir, © 

Do argue.backwards U my er Nur. 


— 


_ 


ws 


» * 


Hill in the Threatnings, tho Juid not fer, EE 


The Threatnings are in Helt made 1 me. 

J 5kowl d. upon the Heavens when 

' The Clouds Tfear'd nat, but I feel the Shower. 

| Nothing will move my Rrethren but 4 Sign, 
Experience i is the, power Che ule Divine? 


'y did loure; | 


Faith js, the Child of whereas Report 


Is entertain'd with W e, or Sort: 
They have a S, to cut tb Gurdiau- Kuat; 


Moſes ſaith many Thi t proygs them not. 
r they — ſubſt PE pe * be, 
Meth is Prof 70 len, but what rey: fee. 6 
Hd they an Emiſſury From above, + \ 
# he very Sight a ft uture State would prove: 


Might 


178 _ Dives and Lazarus. 


Might be but tell them of your Heavenly, Strand, 
They'd all tarn Pilgrims for that holy Land : 
Or might bt preach the Torments which J feel, 


Guns, 
Beyond the faint Attempts of Levi's Sons. 
O were I of this curſed Chain releas'd / 


his Breaſt ) 
Aer J be to the Earth 4 priacber font, 
Id burn wp Sin th Stubble where I went; 
174 away rhein Luſts and flattering Lyes, 
Or forth I'd drive them with my glaring Eyes 
Pd blow a Trumpet which ſhould rend the Ground, 


Their trembling Heart-Strings ſhould in C one ert N 


ond: 
Id teach the fairhleſs Sadducees their Creed, 
And make. the Phariſees to pray indeed. 

F'd tell the Ranters ſuch a doleſul Tale, 
That they ſboald mourn as in Megiddo's Vale 
Pd unbewitch the Sots and Slaves of Sin, R 
That ſuch a Reformation ſhould begin, : | 

As in —.— s Time did not Befall, . 
; And be next. . Kae canonize them all. 


r — 


= ILAN — We 1 8 LE 4. — * 
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; Abraham's Dene, | 


_ _ — — —— 
4 


Sund; 


uy =—_ - | il None | 


His Word would wound hike burning Gad's of Steel; 
His Word would tear down all, like thund'ring 


(With, that he gnaſh d his Teeth, and knock'd 


1 


„ ˙ . Wing 6, 2h ng 


—ͤ— I 
= * 


; X W Apparition would blend 53 
1 Fe Giants, with its dreadful | 


menen 


* 


. 
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\ 


None quake e ſo ſoon as they h Head en d darez'. , 


Who fear not God, the greateſt Cords ute: 
But were the Coaft i once clear, the Shake once 


The Lees would ſettle as they did before. (o'er, 


It was a wakin Dream they would” conclude,” 
A Juggle whit 3 


Jet whence it Came it doth mor” yet appeur. . 
Nay, they would gravely 405 out the Caſe, 
* What we can graſp we glad will embrace: 


* The reſt we 28 o them Chillen bat, 


Hu fright lech with Panties int be Duck. 
hal in a Spirit 2, What's 1 7 bit nt c et 19 71 
Mbat does the Gi Eterna 1 font pv ok, 
Charm'd are their Soul 5 785 this Oak, A made, 
And now, their Fe car ſhall vaniſh like the Shade. 
Thus Fools { thy! (ound: ) will not loſe a Grain, 
And frozep. We es, when ; haw'd, will bj again. 
Come now. thou that hie end'ſt 90 act the Man, 
Something there needs muſt be which neter 
began; n 


It all Were, Eh once, D Gale be aw, ) 


Ta: 4 > 


A Number from bare Cyphets could not gro\ 
arren Womb; if that could Frech, 


r OG, 


No thing” SA 
To be, and not to 45 Were well ere 


555 0 grant hav 1 ibn con 2955 101 


But 7 41. 8 ever ? hig Impe tial obe * 1 
Buits not the Azure nor thi Verdant Globe. 
f One 


Fa 


aur Senſes: 201 deluge "91:11 
v 'Or A8 WE Jomething fee pp And I Jomething hear? l 


Diyes and Lazarus. 


One. i als turning Wheel that ſpins out Time, 
The ather Poole with Spots of; harden'd Slime. 
Nan ent the Kinds of each, And you1 ſhall find, 
14775 Fo fhejr are Spheres they are e 7: 
reby.1s their Original cooleſt, | 
Th here's bu a partial Gogdnels in the beſt, 
10 is the Voice of their Infirmity, 
Beggars and Derivatives are we. 
| Whar” Fit ſelf that doth itlelf ſuffice, 
"Tis. om: our. Creatureſhip our Wants ane. 
Wheat, of. itlelf, that i in itlelf i is bleſt, 
e ge enter and at perfect Reſt? 11 
1 60 is that 0G ng; whence all Beings # A 1 
nd Wy each e hath its Proper re, 
To wks 00 f 40 high Degree, 
as 'of ittelf to be; If | 
— the Heer which needs " be, 7 = 
So all the Shades of Imperſections __.. 4 
Henee are we; and to think, in vain we are, 8 
Is. to.condemn his Wiſdom at our Bar. + 
As Men the Badge of their Dependence wear Ry: 
On their frail Fleſh, (the Grave's Probationer.) 
9554 their Hearts,whole: reſtlels Motions frow . 
| ing they wap, which is is not here below; 
{ they own whom they are forc'd to know, 


And. Pax, e to whom themſelyes they n 


FR Neither, Non uld this their Lig ghto of Con fort dim,. 
But the ſhould ſerye themſelves in ſerying him. 
Wh ben. Gras ; upbraid proud oud Grave- ones with 

God. Serpays 174 77 te never. en (heir 15 
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T 'Di ves bu Lazarus. 181 
Though ts in Man do prove his Soul tobe, 
His The Thought bodes. his ieee wg 
This Boſom-Magiftrate 15 In AN TY, ? q % 
And binds him 5 to the aft Aﬀlize. 
He trembles at his Summ ons to appear; 165 
His Fear makes not a God, God makes his Fear. 
: Religion. by cotroding, doth aſſfay E 
Even thro' an Heart of Rock tõ forte its Way, 
O might he to hiniſelf be ſo ſincere; ' © * 
Jo ſtrive to pleaſe whom he's conftrain *d'to fear! 
Let will he be a Vagrant all his Days, 
| Without a Metho- to direct his Ways. (1 Breaſt? 
What Eye cer pierc'd th“ Almighty's' ſacted 
Himſelt knows Sly what will pl leaſe him'beR. 
Since Man was made to ſerve hi is Maket's Will, 
C1 Whichis an Height rhnfectiditig human Skill; 3 
: AR 'mult needs be granted from on de 


7. 


W ws in the conlecrated Tig ts | 

Its Words and Myſteries are all l > 

And | weight Mountains, hang on eve 

1 (Sun-like) ſhines by its own 60400 Gow 
And ſegrns its bale o. ival ſenſeleſs, Dreams. : 

"Thoſe pangles which the Heathen Sages leſt, 


on Were tro Mine inage a an hone 
: r thee: * 4, hd by” 

Giye me chat ba rdy Bro 5 thiar dates deny 
The Bible” s Well tteſted E iſtory. 7. 4 

"Moſes faid n many Things, and prov vd Mett two, 


„With Proofs, which all fiel sMagiek did outdo. 
| God's 


- 


2 482 2 Clout Rm . 

Habe ger he carried i in his Hands, to . 

That fro ahis Month th theTruths of G0d did flo 
E 


-Gredentials | on his Face did Mige, 
there Were W ritten by a Beam vine. 
The gazing, EY N RAKE, who plainly ſaw, 
That wheice he had his Lig bt; he Rad his Law. 
©. Thoſe Sections which this ſacreck Code begin, 
8 50 by an, Ag c of Wonder uſtierd j in. 
Prophets Su peritrutitie rinly ſtands - 
On tyxo hewn Katte laid by th“ Alz 8 
Sy eee 
They count the Footſteps of their coming Lord, 
55 They view the Merey- Seat with one Accord, 
Ong tells his Name, another tells his gt 
2 be vrites the 117 7 his 2 — 
Thus i s he rlanc'd at * thei iercin 
: 5 bf them his Harbing > pies. "(th (bs 
nd 0 the brisk, the cc Airs, that 
rom the onſent of each harmonious String! 
1115 5 oyerwile who dreads fictitious Lines 
From Hands ünbrib d, and Hearts Fithout 
; "'Deligns.,, rf IA DIE 2 eil 
bey wiote beyond Hina, Which ſer ves to 


11 1e ; ty 


YOVE 7 
_ Their 895 and Hands vere Sulded from 


T bewoerlefe jaſt Age, e ad What l done of Ola, 
Are in the Gree Regiſter emoll'd. 
Niere may be ſeen the priſtin 6 State of Man, 

Fe on {that "Nike's Rl) e Source Wed 


19 4 *. 


bars, £1; e, lier At 
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Here may be ſeen what makes a ſerond Spring; 
Here is the beſt Account of every Thing. 
The Wonders witneſs now by mortal _ 8 
Are but the Products of its Propheſies. 


| The Scriptures rub the W, old. Till, this ſoal Wes 


All Ages on the Axle-Tree ſhall turn. 
This Heaven-inſpired Volume doth. avow,, 


What Reaſon may embrace; or muſt allo. 


When God deſeribes himſelf, tis ſuch an 
Height, 


As far ſurmounts quick Fancy' $ higheſt Flight. 
Tis Reaſon," Reaton ſhould be puzzled here; 
Man ſhould be God, if he khew what he were. 


To theſe vaſt Heig * thus ſober Reaſon faith, 


I ſee the Seals, and yield the Chair to Faith. 
Now the Almighty's Word ſhall Vermin flight, 


When-Heaven and Earth bear Witneſs to his 
Might! 
Vaſt Numbers from his Word at firft did flow, 


And muſt his Word paſs for a Cypher now? 


Nay, his Commands at firſt Creations were, 

And now his Word commands and gives an Ear: 

It is a Sun that gives: both Light and Eyes, 

A Voice that bids, and makes the Dead ariſe. 

It makes Clouds, Stars, and ſends them to the 
Sky, 

And turneth Heaven into a Colony. 

Unbelief is not Reaſon, but a Luſt ; 

God's Hand and Sword give it its mortalThruſt. 
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b EN Ane 
ne La vf the two Tables will prevail, 
Wien öther (elf. invented) Means ſhall fail. 
Whit other Archers level in the Dark, 
The ee God's Quiverthit the Mark. 


What Voices, or what Viſions, would you have? 
God's dice (or nothing) will your” Weefhken 


ſave. 

New Metlisds of Salvation" to contrive, 0 

Is fruitleſs Labour; let em hear and live; 

But if they won't, their Mittimus is ſral'd; 

4 ſtubborn Patient never can be heal'd, 
ii 

off Prearbers raid by God they will diſdain, 

Wnt Jus! rhe Gay mn ro 

in vin. 
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